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THE WHISTLING BUOY. 



I. 

EVERY time it moved it moaned. On calm summer days when the 
sea was smooth it seemed to rest in peaoe^ as if meditating in silence 
on its griefi. When gales swept over the water from the southwest it 
rocked m restless^ uncertain motions and mingled its dismal voice with 
the roar of the surf, the tolling of the fog-bell, and the cries of the sea- 
birds as it moaned and moaned in perpetual reiteration as if it had a tale 
to tell, but could only mourn over it in fitful inarticulate sighs mean- 
ing much and saying little. On calmer days and nights, when there 
was only a gentle swell moving in &om the Atlantic, it spoke slowly 
at intervals, like a child who sobs over some little grief that is past, but 
not forgotten. 

To the fishermen it was a commonplace afiair. An iron buoy an- 
chored in mid-channel just at the entrance of the little port, — at once 
a guide and warning. Within the buoy was a curious arrangement of 
valves, air- and water-chambers, and pipes. On top was a steam whistle. 
When the buoy swayed on the waves the water enclosed in its hollow 
chambers flowed to one side, and the valves opened to admit air to fill 
_ the vacuum caused by the moving water. When the wave passed and 

S?p the buoy keeled over in the opposite direction the air-valve closed, and 

the water within, rushing back to its first position, forced out the im- 
prisoned air through the whistle, and it spoke, in a harsh and mournful 
note. The sound began as a murmur, swelled out to a discordant forte, 
and then died away in a despairing sigh. At the next roll of the huge 
iron mass it moaned again in the same manner. If it rolled one way 
the ri^ht-hand valve opened and admitted a supply of air ; when it rolled 
the other way the left-hand valve opened ; and thus it kept up its dismal 
crying at every wave that swept beneath it. The note could be heard 
for more than a mile, and sailing-masters bound into the little harbor 
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listened for it through the darkness, through fog and storm, as a guide 
to port and a home. 

To the under side of the great iron buoy was secured a chain that 
extended down through the green water to a massive rock below, a rock 
whereon the hopes of a lifetime were wrecked and lost long years 
ago. On yachting-parties sailing out the port the moaning buoy had 
a depressing effect. Its unending moan seemed to be for the young 
life whose fate was bound up in some strange secret lost in the sea. 
They listened to its note, floating faint and sad over the blue water, and 
wondered if any would solve the riddle of that life, if ever knight 
would come to redress a grievous wrong. 

It is said the buoy knew all about it, and would tell everything, if 
it could speak. Being merely a buoy, it could only moan. 

Two miles to the west by north stood the harbor light. It was a 
short round tower of brick and painted white. At the top was the 
black lantern, its shining windows decked in yellow curtains by day 
and opening a lurid eye on sea and land by night. The light-house, too, 
was said to be familiar with the lost secret under the sea, and every 
night appeared to look furtively all around the horizon as if revolving 
something in its mind and yet not daring to speak of it. It could only 
look askance at the world and wait. There was behind the light-house 
a small white house with a little garden, grass-plot and picket fence. 
Everything was orderly, neat, and comfortable, as befitted the residence 
of an official of the United States government. There was also beside 
the house a wooden structure, half trestle, half tower, in which hung 
a bell. Beneath the wooden cage where hung the bell was a long pen- 
dulum and a chain and heavy weight, these being parts of the clock- 
work whereby the bell was rung when gray fogs crept up from the 
misty Atlantic. 

The light-house stood at the extreme point of a miniature Cape 
Cod at the southeast end of the island, and in the bay formed by the 
curving arm of the cape was an anchoring-ground for the fishing- 
boats and yachts that used it for a summer harbor. Along the shore 
of this bay were the few scattered houses of the little village. On the 
south side towards the sea stood the big yellowish-green hotel and the 
fantastic cottages of the transient guests who nmde the cape their 
summer pleasure-ground. 

By some oversight on the part of the officers of the United States 
Coast Survey, the exact position^ latitude and longitude of the light- 
house and the port were not put on any of the official maps. Neither 
were there any sailing directions printed giving the right course to take 
to enter the port or find the moaning buoy. It is really not important, 
because he who steers by " the light that never was on sea or land" can 
fiind any port where life and love have found an anchorage. 

The buoy was known to the fishermen and visitors at Wilson^s 
Holl as " the two-fethom buoy.^^ It was painted in alternate horizontal 
stripes of black and red; and every one Knows that the Light-House 
Bosud by these marks meant to say that the buoy marked an obstruction 
in mid-diannel, and that the navigator in entering port might pass on 
either side of it in safety. It also stood as the mark of a terrible ob- 
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struction at the entrance of a fair young life. He who would come to 
the knowledge of all she was and all she did and said must steer care- 
fully and pass by on either side the moaning memento of a mystery and 
heavy sorrow. Two fathoms deep in her young heart lay the unspoken 
secret of her life and the sea. 

Could there be any connection between that prosy buoy and a young 
girPs life and love ? Wait. Everything comes ashore at last. 

People wondered why old Captain Breeze Johnson gave his daughter 
such a strange name. Captain Johnson, retired Sandy Hook pilot, 
and now keeper of the light-house, best knew what the three letters 
that made his daughter's name meant, — if they meant anything. She 
had never been baptized ; the name had simply been given to her by 
the old captain, and apparently for no reason whatever. There were 
those in the village who said it was an " outlandish heathen, name any- 
way, and not fit for a sweet young thing like old Captain Johnson's 
darter.'' 

Merely three letters, — Mai. Mai Johnson. The old man, her 
fether, pronounced it as if spelled " May :" so, for those who never 
saw it written out, it seemed a proper and rather pretty name for a 
young girl just touching seventeen. 

As for Mai herself, she thought its curious spelling merely some 
pretty conceit of her father's fancy, and wore her name with becoming 
pride and dignity. It was her name, and it never entered her young 
heart to ask what it meant. The old man knew in part, and so did 
the moaning buoy, but one would not .tell, and the other spoke only in 
moans no man could understand. 



11. 

The season had fairly opened. The white steamboats had already 
begun to make their daily trips to Wilson's HoU from New London, 
Connecticut. The procession of vessels continually drifting along the 
horizon to the northeast, bound east or west between Long Island 
Sound and the Vineyard, or turning southeast past the cape and 
making for the open sea, had largely increased. Already a yacht or 
two had anchored at the HoU, and the yellowish-green hotel and fan- 
tastic cottages were open and expectant of summer boarders. There 
was a broad piazza at the front of the hotel, where the guests sat to 
view the sea spread out before them ; and here, on a bright morning 
early in July, sat two ladies, — mothers of grown-up daughters, and 
women prepared to look at the world in a certain calm expectation 
of anything that might happen to the advantage of their blooming 
girls. 

" Did you see the arrival last night ?" 

" No. I understood the barge came over from the steamboat-land- 
ing with only a man. I was not interested." 

" You would have been, had you seen him." 

" Have you learned his name, my dear ?" 

" I examined the hotel register aft«r breakfest, because he sat next 
to our table. Rather good-looking, — fine eyes, — and very gentlemanly ^ 
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of course. A man that many girls would like^ though I must confess 
I did not." 

*' What is his name?" 

" Tell you soon as I come to it. It's a little singular, because I 
hear his mother, who was a widow for many years, has ma^ed a^^in, 
— ^married very well, too, for her, and for the young man too, for I 
hear he has nothing and spent it all in Paris » 

" And who was she ?" 

"His mother? Oh, I don't know; but she first married some 
person by the name of Yardstickie." 

"Yardstickie?" 

" Yes. Curious name, — ^pronounced Yedstick, with the accent on 
the first syllable, and spelled with an ie. Sroyal Yardstickie is his 
name." 

Then she added, in a lower voice, — 

" Here he comes now." 

A young man about twenty-eight years of age walked slowly out 
of the open door of the hotel. He was dressed in white flannel, and 
seemed very much at ease with himself and the world. He gazed 
round with an air of calm assurance on the few ladies and children 
scattered over the piazza, and then looked out over the garden, the 
path along the bluff, and the blue sea beyond. The view did not 
seem to interest him in the least, and he looked a trifle bored, as if he 
wondered why he should be cast upon such a charming and unevent- 
ful shore. Seeing the top of the light-house, he sauntered down the 
steps and took a leisurely pace along the path that followed the shore 
on top of the sandy dunes that bordered the broad beach. 

"I do not like him." 

" Why not, dear? I'm sure he's very handsome." 

"Dissipated, — or has been. Comes down here for rest-cure. I 
shall tell my Milly to decline an introduction." 

" It may not be asked, dear." 

" Well, I must say I don't see why not. Milly is not as handsome 
as your Clara, my dear, but she's very bright, you must admit." 

" Milly can take care of herself." 

" Perfectly ; but I shall decline any advances, — ^if made ; and I 
hope they will not be." 

"Why not?" 

" I do not know. I do not like him : that's all." 

The young man wandered aimlessly along the path on the bluff, as 
if in no haste. Well might he linger, for at his feet lay the broad 
beach, now creamy with breaking surf, and, beyond, the blue sea spark- 
ling in the sun and stirred by a salt and fragrant breeze. To the left 
the sandy dunes, here and there dotted with patches of bronze-colored 
grass and dark waxberry-bushes, stretched off towards a fringe of 
small pines and oaks. Before him stood the quaint tower of the light- 
house. With all this charming scene and beautiful day, he was gloomy 
and silent. Why had his mother insisted on his coming down to this 
dreary place? He had not needed rest : he wanted money. If he had 
that he would leave this stupid country and once more cross the water 
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to charming Paris. He looked over the sea that he had crossed onlj 
three days before with a little sigh of regret^ — ^r^ret for past pleasures, 
r^ret for things done that could never h^ undone. 

" And here I must stay for two weeks or more, till they come down 
here for the summer, — or till she lets me have some money .'^ 

Just then he reached the neat wooden fence that stretched across the 
end of the cape and enclosed the plot of land belonging to the govern- 
ment and on which the light-house stood. Just where flie path met the 
fence there was a stile or low place in the fence, with a big yellow 
boulder for a step over the gap. He paused here a moment, debating 
whether he would enter the government grounds or retuni to the hotel, 
when the door of the little white house opened, and a young girl 
stepped out on the flat blue boulder that served as a door-stone and 
came briskly towards the stile. She was neatly and plainly dressed, 
and wore a large white sun-bonnet that half hid her face. She seemed 
preoccupied, and did not observe the stranger by the fence till she was 
dose to the stile. 

" Allow me to help you over, miss.'* 

She paused abruptly to see who spoke, and found young Mr. Sroyal 
Yardstickie at the stile with one hand offered as if to help her over. 
The next instant she stepped easily and gracefully over the stile, and 
said, — 

*' Thank you, I can help myself 

^^ B^ pardon, miss. I'm a stranger here. Can you tell me the name 
of this light-house?" 

" I can. I live here, — with my father.'^ 

He was not accustomed to this particular phase of the Massachusette;^ 
female mind, and was vexed, though he took care not to show it. 

"What is it called r 

" Hedgefence Light. Good-morning, sir.'' 

With that she moved away towards the hotel with a free and vigorous 
step, as if quite able to take care of herself. 

Mr. Royal Yardstickie had a new sensation. Never before had he 
met with quite this kind of rebuff. Women commonly bowed down 
to him, or he thought they did. And those who he imagined declined 
his acquaintance had always left an impression that they had been 
pleased to meet him — once. 

" She has gone to the hotel on some errand. From the lay of the 
land, she must come back on this path. I may as well look about here 
for a little while and see what happens. I'll go into the light-house, — 
I always did enjoy light-houses, — ^and see what sort of a creature the 
father may be." 

The young man watched the retreating figure as it followed the 

Eath on the bluff. Here was a girl of character and with a mind of 
er own. How different from one he knew in Paris ! 

" If Julie had been like that, I shouldn't be in this hole, — figura- 
tively speaking, — and I might never have seen Wilson's Holl, which 
would be a blessing." 

By this time he had crossed the little yard, and, mounting the great 
door-step, he knocked at the green door of the house. 
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*'I wonder what the fether is like?'^ 

To his surprise, the wooden door with green panels promptly opened 
wide, and a blond curly-haired giant in brown overalls stood before hinu 

"Ah I Beg pardon. Do you allow visitors to the light? Pm 
greatly interested in such things/' 

" Visitors admitted to the tower only from twelve till one. Bead 
the notice on the tower." 

With that the door was quietly closed in his fece. 

" Hum ! Official, I suppose. Can't be her father : too young for 
that. Can't be her brother ; for she's a brunette. I'll go back to the 
path and wait. Wonder if he observed my gallant attentions to the 
girl from the window?" 

He knew very well what he intended to do. He would wait till 
she returned home, and thus see her again. Not the chivalrous thing to 
do. He also knew that, and said to himself, — 

" A fellow must be amused ; and in such a stupid pjace anything is 
allowable if it is only amusing." 

He went back to the stile, and then, seeing a log of drift-wood on 
the beach below, he slid down the sandy bluff to the beach, lit a cigar- 
ette, and made himself comfortable on the sand with the log for a low- 
backed chair. Left alone on the shore, he fell into a revery of the past, 
and chewed the end of a scrap of bitter reflection. He could see the 
edge of the bluff for some distance towards the hotel, and felt sure he 
would see any one who approached along the path. Should he see any 
one coming, he could saunter along in that direction and meet them — 
quite by accident. 

Presently he heard voices, and, rising, he began to climb the bluff. 
It was not very easy climbing, and when he reached the top he saw the 
young woman, her of the sun-bonnet, arm in arm with the young blond 
giant, the couple laughing and talking together in the most &miliar 
manner. They came towards him along the path and passed by and 
over the stile and through the garden to the house, absorbed in each 
other and paying no morfattentio^ to him than if he had not existed. 

He looked after them till they entered the house, and then turned 
towards his hotel with only one word of comment : 

" Engaged." 

III. 

The waiter at the hotel lunch-table assigned to Mr. Royal Yard- 
stickie found the young man almost unbearable, and was thoroughly 
glad when he took himself off to the piazza for a smoke. The young 
gentleman was plainly out of sorts, for he quite forgot the chief duty 
of man — fix)m the waiter's point of view. What could he do in such 
a stupid place? There were pleasant people all about him, but, though 
very near, they were practically very far away from him. The truth 
was, Mr. Royal Yardstickie had never learned that " there are pleasant 
people everywhere, — if you are only pleasant yourself." 

Thinking there might be something to be seen in the little village 
where he had landed me night before, he started out to find the port, 
or, ^ it was commonly called, " the HoU." There were two ways in 
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which he might reach the Holl. There was the foot-path along the 
bluff, through the light-house yard, and then along the inner beach and 
following the line of the curving cape till it ended in the little village. 
This was the longest and the most popular route, because of the sea-view 
to the south till the light was reached, then the pleasant view of the shel- 
tered bay, with its fleet of fishing-boats, and the picturesque steamboat- 
landing, and the irregular row of low white houses. The woods that 
covered the cape back of the hotel formed a green wall or hedge cutting 
off the view of the Holl, and the shore-path was the most desirable, as it 
avoided the sandy road that made the shorter and more direct route be- 
tween the hotel and the landing. The settlements on the bluff were com- 
paratively new, and a road had been cut through the woods connecting 
the village and the hotel. Mr. Royal Yardstickie took the road through 
the woods, though the road-way was soft with sand and dusty from 
passing teams. 

As the young man came out on the north side of the woods and in 
view of the port, he saw a large schooner yacht at anchor in the little 
harbor. 

" There^s one man knows how to enjoy life. No bothers or worries 
about money. You just sail away and let the world take care of itself. 
I wonder who it can be?^^ 

He walked slowly on through the single village street, past the. 
singular one-story wooden houses with long roofs sloping down close to 
the ground at the back, past the village store and post-office, to the old 
wooden pier that extended far out over the shallow water. Seeing a 
number of people at the end of the wharf, he sauntered down to find 
out what was going on. To his surprise and pleasure, he thought he 
saw some one he knew. Yes : he was not mistaken. 

"Jack Manning! This is a surprise! How are you, old man? 
Haven't seen you since I went abroad.'' 

" Oh ! It's Yardstickie I Glad to see you. What brings you to 
the Holl ?" 

" Just back from Paris. Been studying there, — worn out, — quite 
used up. Old lady sent me down here for rest-cure. What brought 
you here?" 

" My yacht. Been at anchor here for a couple of days." 

" Got a yacht ? You're in luck." 

" Yes. Just going on board. Won't you come out and see her?" 

" See her ! Not married ?" 

" Oh, dear, no ! The yacht. She's a beauty. Here's my skipper. 
He's going off to the boat. Come on." 

With that Mr. Manning led the way to a ladder fastened to the up- 
right piles of the wharf, and nimbly climbed down into a boat below. 
Mr. Royal Yardstickie saw a man in the boat, but paid no attention to 
him till he had descended the ladder and had taken a seat at the stern 
of the boat. 

" Shove off, captain. Let's go aboard. Oh, excuse me. Captain 
Johnson : my friend Mr. Yardstickie, of New York. Captain Johnson 
is my skipper, and a man that it will pay you to know." 

Mr, Royal Yardstickie was for an instant surprised, but recovered. 



878 ^-H^ WHISTLING BUOY. 

his self-possession and bowed to the blond giant who sat before Aem, 
oars m hand. 

^^ Mornings sir. Glad to meet you. Come down in the boat last 
night, didn't ye ? Thought Pd seen you before. Guess it was at the 
landing last night » 

With this he bent his immense strength to the oars, and the little 
boat seemed to surge suddenly through the water. 

" Easy, captain. Don't ptBrform your great steamboat act just now. 
We are not spearing sharks to-day." 

The young man at once began to paddle as quietly as could be 
desired, and kept looking ahead, as if to find the way to the yacht. 

^^ Dare say the brute is vexed about something. Well, it does not 
concern' me." 

This Mr. Royal Yardstickie said to himself, talking absently mean- 
while with the young owner of the yacht on things indiflterent. Presently 
the boat reached the yacht, and by the help of a sailor on deck the two 
friends scrambled aboard. 

" Come below. Royal. The ladies must be at lunch." 

Mr. Manning led the way to the cabin, and there they found a merry 

Sarty at the little table that circled the big mast that came through the 
eck. 

" Here we are again, and IVe brought company. Let me present 
my friend, Royal Yardstickie. Mr. and Mrs. V an Cliff, Mr. Boylston, 
Miss Boylston, and Miss Johnson." 

The young man bowed to each in turn. Mr. and Mrs. Van Cliff 
seemed to be middle-aged people, well-to-do in the world. Mr. Boyl- 
ston seemed a young professional man, and his sister was a charming 
girl about nineteen. Miss Johnson was Mai, the brunette he had met 
at the stile, and the light-house keeper's daughter. They all received 
him cordially as guest of the owner of the yacht, for they also were his 
guests. Mai Johnson received him with gracious dignity, and gave not 
me slightest hint that she had ever seen him before. 

Conversation fell into sundry nautical channels, and then after a 
little they went on deck and sat in comfortable ease as if all were 
quite at home. Through the conversation the young man began to 
wonder why it was this beautiful girl, daughter, as he guessed, of the 
light-house keeper, should be on this yacht and apparently one of its 
most honored guests. Could it be possible she was engaged to Man- 
ning? He would be a lucky man indeed if it were true ; and yet this 
Miss Boylston seemed to be in some vague manner the mistress of the 
boat. Both Mrs. Van Cliff and Miss Boylston treated Miss Johnson 
with marked attention, and even affection, as if they had known and 
loved her for a long time. 

The time flew so pleasantly that they hardly noticed the westering 
sun till the skipper came aft and said, — 

" Guess we'll have to up anchor if we want to get out before the 
tide falls." 

^^ All right, captain. Have a man ready with the boat to take Miss 
Johnson ashore." 

Then, turning to Mr. Yardstickie, Mr. Manning added, " Sorry we 
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can't take you with us this trip. We are going to run up to Provi- 
dence^ and then shall come back ; and if you are here I should like you 
to spend a few days with us/' 

Royal Yardstickie was profuse in his thanks, and said he should 
await the return of the party with pleasure. 

" Here's Captain Glass coming in. I'll hail him, and mebby he'll 
put Mr. Yardstickie and Mai ashore." 

A fishing-boat was beating up the channel, and would on the next 
tack cross under the yacht's stern. The skipper hailed it, and with 
ready good nature the boatman ran up alongside, and a sailor stepped 
on the boat's deck and had the boat fast in a moment. There were 

Eleasant hand-shakings and partings, and then Eoyal Yardstickie found 
imself in the boat, flying over the water under the care of a vener- 
able fisherman, and Miss Mai Johnson by his side. He called it '' his 
luck." 

It was something else, — perhaps a test put upon him to see what 
manner of man he might be. 

The sun was sinking behind the sombre woods as they sauntered 
along the beach towards the light-house and watched the sails of the 
yacht as they turned from gray to pink and from pink to gold as it 
dropped down on the tide towards the murmuring buoy rocking idly 
on the purple sea. The young man determined to remove any un- 
pleasant Vpression that iight linger on the young girl's mindf and, 
now that they were properly introduced and he was walking with her 
towards her home, he exerted himself to be as agreeable as possible. 
He succeeded fairly well, for he had a fund of pleasant talk and agree- 
able manners, and Mai Johnson had not seen much of the world. She 
had never been away from the HoU but once, and then only to Provi- 
dence for a day. All she had seen of life lay in the village and in one 
or two families among the summer visitors at the hotel. Among these 
were the Van Cliffs and the Boylstons, whom she had just left on the 
yacht. She had attended in her youth the village school, and in the 
abundant leisure of the light-house she had read a great deal, so that 
she was practically as well educated as the majority of girls of her age 
living in retired communities. She was naturally bright and observing, 
though, like all people who live by the sea, she was rather silent and 
reserved. 

Royal Yardstickie found her charming, more so than he had thought 
any one could be who lived in such retirement ; and the walk ended for 
him much too soon at the green door of the little house behind Hedge- 
fence Light. 

Mai paused a moment, standing on the blue door-stone, and gazing 
far out on the darkening sea, as if looking for the yacht. She made an 
enchanting picture in the half light, with the quaint white tower and 
homely house for a background, and there came to the heart of Royal 
Yardstickie a wish to have and to be always near this lovely girl just 
entering upon a charming womanhood. That it might not be he did 
not care. The selfish wish was all that he regarded. 

Just at that moment there came a faint low moan, distant, strange, 
awesome. It seemed like the ghost of a dead voice on the quiet even- 
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ing air, half heard, half understood. She, too, seemed to hear it, for 
she stood with dilated nostrils, looking far out over the water towards 
the yacht fading from sight in the purple horizon. 

" What is that, Miss Johnson ?" 

" What r 

" That sound." 

"Oh I that? We often hear it when the evenings are calm and 
there is a slight swell on. It's the two-fathom buoy.'' 

IV. 

In spite of himself. Royal Yardstickie felt a certain vague fear in 
his heart as he followed the bluff-path in the gloaming. In some 
curious fashion that he could not explain, he felt glad to reach the 
lighted piazza of the hotel and to escape from the loneliness and dark- 
ness of the shore. 

" A man would be justified in suicide if he were obliged to hear 
that thing moaning in his ears all night. There's one consolation in 
staying in this dismal hole : I've obtained an introduction to the local 
belle, and while that brute of a brother keeps away I shall do very 
well." 

This to himself in the seclusion of his room as he dressed for 
dinner. His day had not been wholly without amusement, and after 
dinner he became more agreeable, and, just as happens in small summer 
hotels, he found no difficulty in making an acquaintance or two among 
the men in the bar-room. This he hoped would lead in time to some- 
thing that might prove amusing. 

The steamboat that night brought quite a large party to Wilson's 
Holl, and the little hotel began to fill up. Among the new arrivals 
were one or two who, while they did not personally know Mr. Royal 
Yardstickie, at least knew something about him. By noon the next 
day the piazza gossips had it all. 

" Just as I told you, my dear." 

" Told me what ?" 

" Why, about this young man. He's gone over to the light-house 
now. They do say that he is the adopted son of Judge Gearing.*' 

" Why, the judge, you said, was only recently married." 

" Well, if he is not adopted he may be, and meanwhile he is treated 
as a son. You see. Judge Gearing married the young man's mother — 
a Mrs. Yardstickie — ^while the young man was abroad, studying medi- 
cine or something. So he will come in for a share of the judge's 
property." 

" I thought you said the judge was a widower." 

" Yes : so I am told. He married when very young, and his wife 
died abroad, or at sea, or somewhere. It's a curious story, and I've 
forgotten it, perhaps. At any rate, he is now married to this young 
man's mother, and of course will make him his heir. He is to be pre- 
sented to us after dinner by the Saunders, who say they know him." 

" My Clara thinks he's very handsome and distinguished-looking." 

" Well, I don't know. Milly is very young ; but if the young man 
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is in the judge's family he must be a very nice sort of person. He 
may have been a little vrild in Paris, though of course he has got 
over anything like that by this time/' 

In the bright sunshine and pleasant weather of the next day the 
young man quite forgot the unpleasant thoughts of the night before. 
Having nothing whatever to do, and not caring to read, for he did not 
know how to read, he decided to take a little walk. It need not be 
supposed he did not know his letters. He could read a newspaper 
with ease, particularly journals resembling Puck, of New York, or 
even some French newspapers of a certain kind. For all that, it could 
not be truthfully said that he knew how to read. His mother and a 
few others fondly cherished a notion that he was a student. This, too, 
like his reading, was open to qualification. However, this is an aside. 

He was not sure that Miss Johnson had invited him to call. That 
was, in his opinion, only a formality that she must have intended, but 
overlooked. There was nothing better to do. He would visit the 
light again. As he came near the white fence he saw Miss Johnson at 
work in the little garden beside the house. 

" I'm in luck again," he remarked to himself, as he reached the big 
yellow boulder at the stile. 

" Good-morning, Miss Johnson.'' 

She looked up to see who spoke, and said, — 

" Fine day for blue-fishing. I suppose you will go out with some of 
the boats ?" 

" Well, no ; hadn't thought of it. Is it the thing to do ?" 

^^ All the gentlemen at the hotel go. Any of the fishermen will 
take you for half the catch." 

She had not asked him to enter the garden, and when, without 
waiting for an invitation, he mounted the stile and came towards her, 
he said to himself, — 

" She's trying to be coy. It only means, ^ Come in.' " 

Whatever she meant, she paid no further attention to him till he 
was close by her side ; and when he again spoke she stood up and 
began to take off the old gloves she had evidently worn for the work 
in the garden, as if intending to go into the house. 

^' I enjoyed our walk so much last night. Miss Johnson, and it is so 
desperately lonely at the hotel, — ^you see, I don't know a soul there, — 
that I ventured to call on you again and renew the acquaintance so 
pleasantly begun." 

She could not in politeness resist any longer, >and said, with a &int 
smile, — 

"There is little that would interest you here, sir. We are very 
quiet folks. Hedgefenoe Light is not exactly an inspiriting place." 

"Oh, yes, it is. I like it immensely. You have such a wide 
view of the sea and the surf dashing on the rocks all day just at your 
parlor window, as you might say. It's all very interesting, I assure 
you. It must be grand here in storms." 

The girl made no reply, and turned and looked out over the water 
with a peculiar grave and far-away look in her eyes. 

" The sea is always sad — ^to those who know it best." 
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" Come ! you're a trifle low-spirited owing to your brother's absence 
on the yacht Why not take a little walk along the beach and let me 
cheer you up?" 

She stared at him in open-eyed wonder, and for a moment he was 
slightly abashed, as if he had gone too far. 

" Captain Johnson is not my brother." 

" Oh I Beg pardon. Natural mistake " 

" Mai I" 

This word was spoken as it were out of the sky. 

"What is it, father?" 

To the young man's amazement, the voice that had seemed to drop 
out of the upper air came from the light-house tower over their heads. 
There on the iron balcony around the lantern stood an elderly party, 
in blue overalls and a straw hat both much the worse for oil, and 
looking calmly down on them both. The young man glanced up at 
the sturdy figure overhead, and then looked ott over the water, re- 
marking to himself,— 

" I suppose the old chap has been observing us all the time." 

Miss Johnson, as soon as the voice came, had promptly replied, and 
now stood looking up to see what was wanted. 

" Fetch me up my screw-driver. Some stupid bird flew ag'in' the 
light last night and smashed one of the windies. Guess if you look 
round you will find him somewhere." 

" One minute, father." Then, turning to her visitor, she said, " You 
must excuse me for a few moments. Father wants me." 

" AH right. I'll wait for you." 

With that she entered the house, and the youn^ man began to 
walk slowly about the garden and little grass-plot. He would wait till 
she returned. Once in a while he glanced furtively up at the tower. 

" Confound the man ! He may have been watching us ever since I 
arrived." 

Presently he heard footsteps coming round the white tower. It 
was Mai, and in her hand she held the dead body of a beautiful sea- 
bird. 

" Here it is. I found it on the grass." 

" Dear me, Miss Johnson ! I was not aware you were a sportsman. 
When did you kill it?" 

" I kill it ! I could not do such a cruel thing as that The bird 
was killed by flying against the light in the night." 

" How very singular ! Does it often happen ?" 

"Yes. The poor creatures see the light, and, thinking it some 
beautiful object, they fly towards it and dash out their poor Tittle lives 
against the glass. Sometimes they even break the glass of the lantern 
in flying towards the light." 

"Queer, isn't it?" 

" Yes. So stran£:e that any creature should meet harm in seeking 
what it thinks desiraole or lovely." 

"Mai." 

Again the big voice out of the air. 

" Well, father, what do you want ?" 
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" Have to trouble you to come 
up here and help me a bit" 

A few moments later Mr, 
Royal Yardstickie was walking 
slowly along the bluff towards his 
hotel. His interview had been 
short and not wholly satisfactory. 
However, it was a beginning, and 
he would do better next time. 
Just then a gull wheeling over- 
head threw its flying shadow 
across his path. 

"What fools these sea-birds 
are 1 breaking their necks in trying 
to get at something that would 
ruin them if they had it !" 

If the young man had had eyes 
to see, he would have drawn back 
when that flying shadow in silence 
crossed his path. 

Unfortuiiately, having eyea he 
saw not. 



Three days passed, and Mr. 
Eo i\ Yardat ekie began to find 
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the Holl quite an entertaming place. He had called every day on Mai 
Johnson, and had even walked to the village with her and visited the 
little post-oflSce and store and carried a bundle (a very small one) for her 
on the way home. He observed sundry blinds drawn back and cur- 
tains raised as if inquiring minds were looking out to see who passed 
the white houses, but he paid no heed to this or to the glances of the 
young people and others from the hotel passing on the village street. 

The piazza gossips knew all about it. They said it was scandalous 
that a young man who came to the place quite alone, and whose mother 
was to join him here in a few days, should pay such marked attentions 
to a girl in the village while so many charming and, of course, superior 
girls were to be found in the little colony at the beach. His mother 
would certainly not approve of his conduct were she to hear of it. The 
chorus might have continued with increasing power, just as a motive 
among the violins may spread through an orchestra, had not the whole 
band come to an abrupt finale in a little burst of excitement over an 
unexpected arrival at the hotel. 

Jack Manning's yacht was reported off the Holl about two o'clock 
one afternoon, and naturally the news came to the hotel. The moment 
Royal Yardstickie heard of it he walked by the short road through the 
woods to the landing. He was having a very good time, but if Jack 
Manning kept his word there was promise of still greater amusement. 
Besides, his progress at the light had not been so rapid as'he had wished. 
Miss Johnson was reserved, more so than any other young woman he had 
ever met, and though her fresh and natural beauty won his admiration 
he felt that in some fashion she kept him at arm's length. As he came 
in sight of the wharf he saw the yacht at anchor in the bay, and a boat 
putting off, as if . to come ashore. By quickening his pace he could 
meet tine party at the dock. 

There was the usual crowd at the end of the wharf, — ^fishing people 
and village girls, fashionable misses in nautical costumes, and plenty 
of children irom the village and the colony, and, child-like, frater- 
nizing with cheerful freedom. He was just too late to see the boat land, 
and met the party coming up the wharf, Jack Manning hearty and cor- 
dial as ever, and behind him the skipper, and beside the skipper Mai 
Johnson and Miss Boylston. 

" Glad to see you, old man. We ran in here for some fresh water. 
Sail again in a couple of hours. Have a spare berth now. Won't you 
join us for a few days ?" 

" Delighted, my boy, delighted. Let me run back to the hotel and 
pack up a few traps." 

" All right. Meet us on the dock at five o'clock." 

With merely a nod to the ladies, Royal excused himself and started 
back to his hotel. 

The others also parted at the head of the wharf. Miss Boylston and 
Mr. Manning going to the little post-office to look for letters, and Mai 
and the skipper taking the beach-path towards the light-house. 

For a little space they walked on in silence, as if content and happy 
to be in each other's company, he thinking of a happy day to come, 
and she troubled with a vague distrust that had sprung up in her 
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heart. When they passed the last house she put her arm in his, and 
said, — 

" Couldn't you stay at home, deary, this trip?'* 

" How could it be, Mai ? I should be obliged to hire some one in 
my place or give up the position ; and we can hardly afibrd that while 
the nshing is so bad. You know we are trying to save up money for a 
certain day that is to come.'^ 

" I know that, deary, and yet it is so lonely when you are away. 
Father is always busy about the light, and — ^well — how can I tell you ? 
— ^I'm lonely, deary, very sad- and lonely, when you are away. Get 
Captain Withrow to take your place for this trip, just this once. It 
win only be for a few days." 

" Why, what's the trouble, Mai ? You know I must be away more 
or less all summer. What troubles you?" 

" Oh, nothing." 

" Yes, there is ; and you must tell me what it is." 

" I will, deary. It is best I should. You saw that Mr. Yard- 
stickie?" 

"The black-eyed chap who tried to help you over the stile that 
morning?" 

" Yes. You know Mr. Manning introduced him to me with the 
others on the yacht, and then we came ashore together in Captain 
Glass's boat. He offered to escort me home, and I couldn't very well 
revise ; and since then he has called at the light every day." 

" Without invitation ?" 

" Yes. Father did not seem to like him at first, — for of course I 
had to present him to father ; you wouldn't have me rude even to a 
stranger, — and now &ther seems to like to see him, and makes him feel 
quite at home." 

"And does he mean to stay here long?" 

" I think not. He says he is waiting here for his mother, a Mrs. 
Judge Glaring, of New York, and then they may go to Newport or 
Narragansett Pier." 

" 1 hope they will. Now, deary, excuse me a moment. You go 
on to the house, and I'll run back to the village for a moment." 

"You won't be long? You know you sail in two hours." 

" I may not sail at all. I'll return soon, dear." 

With that the blond giant turned and strode away towards the 
village. Mai stood in the path, looking after him. 

" Perhaps I ought not to have told him. How much he loves me I 
Dear Sam ! He's born almost without a tongue, but he oft;en says, ^ The 
sarmon thru, then comes the do.' " 

It did not take the skipper long to find his employer. 

" Oh, certainly. Captain Johnson. If the man who is to take your 
place is a safe hi.^m 'm right. I've no objections. Perhaps it will do 
you good to be ashore xv^r a few days. Mai seems a little lownspirited. 
Stay at home with her till we return, and cheer her up. Don't bother 
about Captain Withrow's pay in your absence. I'll fix that all 
right." 

The two men shook hands and parted in the little street. Mr. 
Vol. XXXIX.— 68 
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Manning went over to the hotel with Miss Boylston, and, leaving her 
there, returned to the wharf. Mr. Royal Yanfctickie soon after put in 
an appearance, arrayed in a truly nautical suit of blue, as befitted the 
occasion. As for the skipper, he went home with a light heart. If 
any dty visitors came now to the light they would find it indeed a 
Hedge&nce. 

There was some little delay in getting the new skipper and in intro- 
ducing him to his new command, and it was nearly dusk when the 
schooner steered away for Martha's Vineyard under all sail, for the 
night promised to be calm, and the party on board were in no haste. 
In fiujt, if they did not reach Cottage City till dajdight it would be 
just as well. 

As the yacht crept out of the harbor the white steamboat from 
New London came in. There were many people on board, for the 
summer visitors were flocking to the beaches. She passed quite close 
to the yacht, and a few people on the upper deck came to the side and 
waved friendly handkerchief at the passing schooner. Among them 
stood a young and handsome woman in &shionable attire. She seemed 
a stranger, and the friendly fluttering of handkerchiefs amused her. 

^' These Americans arQ so strai^. It is not at all like la belle 
France.^' 

The steamer pulled up at the wharf, and there was a murmur of 
voices as the crowd on deck mingled with the throng on the landing, 
friends, relations, lovers, meeting again in the pleasant summer weather, 
care and the city left behind, every one in good spirits and struggling 
to get ashore and to find their trunks and get a seat in the long open 
wagons called " barges,'' and all in that auiet good humor that marks 
an American crowd on pleasure bent. The gayly-painted barges were 
soon filled, and drove rapidly away into the vulage and out through the 
woods to the cottages and hotel. At the hotel all the guests were out 
to greet fathers, lovers, and husbands, and to see the new arrivals. 

Then from the barge Fairy Queen descended a young and handsome 
woman, arrayed in a costume that seemed to fit her marvellously. Be- 
hind her came a little maid carrying the hand-bags and looking every 
inch a French peasant-girl. With the delightful freedom of American 
sea-side hotels, the young woman, followed by her maid, went directly 
to the office. There were young girls waiting near to receive their 
letters from the mail-bag that had just been handed to the clerk. 
There were men and boys in n^ligent sea-shore suits standing and 
sitting about in the breezy office much as if it were some big and 
pleasant family room. That the stranger should ask for a room and 
prepare to enter her name in the register did not excite the least com- 
ment. The clerk opened the book for her, and she wrote, in a bold hand, 
" M'Ue Louise Eocnet and maid. New York." As she did so, a couple 
of young girls with the usual hotel manners of American children 
calmly took the register, as if to read her name, and then turned back 
the pages in idle curiosity. She observed them carefully, and as they 
turned the pages ran her eye swiftly over the list of names. Suddenly 
there was a bright look in her eyes, as if she had made a discovery, a 
peculiar glance such as might be seen in the eyes of some animal at 
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sight of its expected prey. Only for an instant, and then the black 
lashes swept her cheek, and a faint flush spread over her face. 

The stupid clerk saw only a remarkably pretty woman, and noticed 
nothing more. Had he had eyes to see, he might have been less at 
ease in loftily bidding the hall-boy take the lady's bag to the parlor and 
call a maid to show her to a room. The maid found some difficulty in 
pleasing her ladyship, and it was not till several rooms had been ex- 
amined that she was satisfied and took two front rooms near the stairs, 
the most expensive suite in the hotel. The housemaid disappeared to 
direct the porter where to bring the trunks, and M'Ue Rochet was left 
with her own maid in her new quarters. She bade her maid open the 
bags, and then sat down to observe the situation. 

" So. It is well. From the windows I can observe all who pass 
on the shore, and from the door I can see all who enter the dining-room. 
Since my uncle Louis died I have great good fortune. I find business 
in America, I find his mother and the man she marry, the judge, and 
where they go, and I follow and find him in the house. I knew his 
^gnature the moment I saw it. I will dress and proceed to business. 
He must dine. I dine too. "We shall meet again/' 

Half an hour later a young woman of a singularly brilliant and 
fiiscinating beauty, arrayed and set forth in a marvellous costume, en- 
tered the dining-room, and instantly won the admiration of all the 
Sople there. Half were pleased at her peculiar beauty, — ^the men. 
alf were absorbed in contemplating her robe, and thought not to be 
jealous. 

She behaved with entire self-possession, and, while not appearing to 
have a thought beyond her soup, saw every one who entered the room 
or who even passed the door. At last it was over, and she returned to 
her own room. 

^^ He was away, perhaps, at a walk or other pleasure. I shall see 
him at breakfast.'' 

While the world is on pleasure bent, household rules and hours are 
liberal, and the dining-room was kept open till eight o'clock to accom- 
modate late fishing- and boating-parties. It was a warm night, tempered 
by a fresh breeze from the sea. What more natural than that the door 
of a certain apartment near the landing and opposite the dining-room 
should be ajar? The guests often left their doors open to let the sea- 
breeze blow through the house, placing a screen just within the door to 
partially protect the room. 

There was a small hand-mirror carelessly hung over the screen. 
Neither this nor the open door attracted the slightest attention. There 
was nothing unusual. Any one might hang a glass on a screen or leave 
the door ajar. Within, the room was dark, and the mirror reflected 
nothing. To one inside the room the efiect was just the reverse. The 
mirror pictured all that passed in the hall. It showed who entered or 
left the dining-room and who passed up or down the stairs. One sat 
in the partial gloom of the room behind the door, tired, perhaps, 
with the long journey ; perhaps so ; yet watching, sleepless, — ^waiting 
for one who came not. 

The world at the beach is easily wearied by its out-of-door pleasures, 



888 arms whistling buoy. 

and the public piano in the parlor was mercifully closed at eleven, and 
the hotel fell asleep. The door was closed softly, the mirror restored 
to its place. 

^^ It is possible he has gone. There is no excuse to be out late at 
night, as at Paris. I learn more to-morrow.'' 

VI. 

Captain Breeze Johnson had seen much of life alongshore. Bom 
in Nantucket, he had early in life taken to the sea out of pure love for 
it. He had been twice on whaling-voyages, had been fisherman on his 
own account for several years, had been captain of a coasting-schooner, 
and knew every light and beacon from Execution Light to Pollock 
Rip, from Montauk to Sandy Hook. He had crowned his life-work 
by becoming a pilot in New York harbor, and had taken many a big 
steamer into Sandy Hook in safety. Lastly he had settled down to 
the retired and comfortable position of light-keeper at Hedgefence 
Light. He had married early in life, and had now one son only out 
of four,— children and mother long since dead. Though now nearly 
sixty years of age, he was still strong, hale, and hearty. His hair was 
scant and gray, but his blue eyes were undimmed, and his heart belied 
his years. Cheerfiil, though, like all sea-folks, rather silent, he accepted 
the quiet outcome of an eventfiil and laborious life as " a great marcy 
it was no wuss." The pay was small, but it had a sustaining regu- 
larity in pleasing contrast with the uncertain income of fishing-life. 
The work was rather monotonous, yet its very steadiness and r^ularity 
suited him, and he was cheerfully serene, as a man might well be in 
such a quiet and solitary place. 

To many minds it is very comforting to have certain fixed duties to 
be performed at certain fixed hours. It saves mental strain. The 
clock strikes, and there is so much to be done. No hurry, because it 
will take about so long to do it, and when done the clock will kindly 
announce the time for another duty. A clock in such work saves the 
trouble of keeping the mind fixed on anything beyond the mere work 
to be done. In fact, it becomes a kind of mentsd spring to ease the 
rough places in the path of duties. Half the world would be worried 
to death if it had to think to go to work every morning. The factory- 
whistle is a great mercy to many people. So with Breeze Johnson the 
tall wooden clock in the kitchen, relic of his former housekeeping days, 
was a duty-marker that saved all bother of thinking. He could sit 
in his big wooden arm-chair at the door and look out on the little 
harbor and town at ease with all the world. When the clock struck 
six it would be supper-time, and, that duty done, came '^ lighting-up 
time." As he sat there resting and musing in his silent fashion, he 
saw the white steamboat come in, and observed Mr. Manning's yacht 
drop down the channel and steer away for Martha's Vineyard. 

"Cur'us how some folks look at the sea. There's my son Sam 
gone ofiF with that party. Sailin' for pleasure, they call it. It ain't 
exactly whalin', or pilotin', or fishin'. Thaf s work ; and I'm glad I'm 
well quit of the water. Sam's young, and he can stand that kind o' 
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'musement. Dare say bein' skipper to a yacht is better'n tradin^ on a 
schooner. Pays more regular, and the city folks on the yachts call it 
pleasurin'. Seems to do 'em good. They alius start out lookin' 

Saked, and come back lookin' powerful smart for such slim folks, 
ere's Mai. Must be 'most supper-time.'' 

The joung girl came along the path looking bright and handsome 
as if pleased with herself and all the world. When she reached the 
door she quietly stooped and kissed the old man on his bronzed and 
wrinkled forehead. 

*^ Sam has decided to stay at home this trip, father." 

'^ That's why you're so smilin' round the mouth." 

" Yes. I'm very glad. It's so pleasant to have him at home." 

" Who's took Sam's place ?" 

** I do not know. I'm not exactly sure that he has not sailed ; yet 
I feel sure from what he said that he meant to stay at home this trip, if 
he could find a substitute." 

" Haven't seen anything of that Mister Yedstick to-day. " Seemed 
to be powerful interested in whalin' and things. Kinder clever sort o' 
man, and seems to want to know 'bout things." 

" It must be nearly supper-time, Either. Are you ready for it ?" 

" Oh, I'm ready. Suppose it's gettin' 'long to'rds six o'clock." 

She entered the house, and in a few moments returned and found 
the old man still seated in his big chair and the blond giant his son 
standing before him, apparently wrapped in deep thought. 

" Oh, Sam ! I thought you would stay at home. I set a plate for 
you. Come ; supper's ready." 

The young man looked at her and smiled, and then said to his 
father, — 

" I can afford it by that time, and it is better to fix a day than to 
drift along not knowing exactly the bearings o' things." 

" Mebby you're right, Sam. Mebby you're right." 

What if the Cape Cod turkey, cooked in one of the most charming 
styles in which that gracious bird ever appears, formed the staple of the 
simple meal ? What if the tea was green and the bread yellow with 
saleratus? When love's around the board the plainest fare's a feast 
For the old man there was the peace and contentment of a secure and 
quiet home with his two children beside him. There was the son, a 
man worthy of him. There was the late-come daughter, as dear as any 
child of his heart. For the young people it was enough that they were 
together at home and all the world shut out. 

The simple meal finished, the captain went off up the tower to trim 
and light his magnificent lamp, that its light might enlighten the home- 
comer and all that went down to the sea in ships in those waters. As 
for the lovers, it was enough that it was the gloaming. He, with 
curious skill bom of a fishing-schooner's cabin, helped her put away 
the supper-things, and she, with homely tact, made the housewifely 
task a oit of lovers' sport. Then they sat in the cool of the evening 
and watched the twinkling lights in the town and the summer village 
along the beach. There was a faint sound of music from the hotel, 
and the sleepy waves that broke in a tinkling murmur on the rocks 



890 ^^^ WHISTLING BUOY. 

behind the house seemed to make a solemn obligato to their vows. To- 
gether since childhood their love in a quiet^ happy way had grown up 
like a plant in summer weather^ knowing nothing of storms or the 
strength that comes fix>m them. The sea^ save for the slow smooth 
rollers, was quiet, and the two-fethom buoy was asleep. True, there 
was an area of depression at the hotel, but, unfortunately, there is no 
signal-service in lovers' skies. 

Captain Breeze Johnson found much to do in the light-house tower, 
and did not disturb them till nearly eight o'clock. As he observed to 
himself, " Sparkin's generally most comfortable if old folks keep away. 
It ain't often that S^'s at home with Mai, and, as he says, ^ it's 'bout 
time we got the bearin's o' things.' " 

As for other interruptions, there were none. Nobody from the 
hotel came near the light, to the lovers' great satisfaction. 

" I guess, Mai, he got wind o' my being at home." 

Half an hour later Breeze Johnson sat before a smouldering fire of 
drift-wood, that in its curious fashion had sent long green and yellow 
flames up the big chimney. He had lighted the fire himself, though it 
was hardly needed. 

" I like it, Mai. It sets me a-thinkin' to see those old sticks firom 
some wreck a-bumin'. Where's Sam?" 

" He said he would go down and see Captain Glass about painting 
his boat. Sam's been so busy with Mr. Manning his boat hasn't been 
put in the water yet, and he may want to go for blue-fish by and by." 

" It's strange, Mai, how that drift-wooa always comes ashore." 

"Everything comes ashore, father, — at some. time." 

"It does, Mai. I've noticed it ofl^en. Even the wrecks that is 
abandoned and left adrift comes to land at last." 

" I suppose the land attracts them." 

" Mebby it does. Shouldn't wonder. I've seen wrecks that didn't 
seem to be proper wrecks anyway, — ships that just come ashore and 
went to pieces of their own accord ^" 

He paused, and sat thoughtfully looking into the dying fire, as if 
hesitating on the brink of some sec^. He shook his head thought- 
ftiUy, but said nothing. 

It may have been the silence in the room, the thought-compelling 
fire, and the suggestion of wrecks and storms it held out in its livid 
green flames. It may have been the secret love and gratitude in her 
heart. Something drew her to the old man, and with her arms about 
his neck she kissed his thin gray hair. 

" What is it, girl ? Sam been scoldin' ye ?" 

" No : Sam loves me. It is those green fires. Why do they always 
blaze from the old drift-wood ?" 

" It's wreck- wood. I suspect it's the old copper in it that bums that 
way, or the salt fix)m the sea." 

" The salt burns yellow, father, but those green fires seem to cry out, 
if flames ever speak except to hiss, about some memory they would keep 
green. Tell me about it, fatlier. Tell me about it again." 

" Tell you what, Mai ?" 

" About the wreck." 
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" You've heard it more'n forty times.'' 

" I know it. You see, Sam— Sam loves me, and if I only knew I 
could love him more. No, I don't mean that — • — ^" 

" You mean you wish you knew who you was?" 

^^Yes. It is that. That's the only thing that ever makes me 
unhappy; and it seems so un&ir to Sam to oome to him without a 
name. 

" It ain't much to tell. Lemme see. It's sixteen, no——" 

" Seventeen years, father." 

"Yes. Seventeen years oome this September — ^the 10th it was — 
when we had that southeast gale. It had blowed hard all night, and 
the morning broke wild with the surf breakin' all over the point. Luke 
Somers was light-keeper at the time, and he's often told me how the salt 
spray drove in that windy and sp'iled a new carpet his wife just paid 
seventy cents a yard for. I was livin' with mother in the same house 
Captain Glass has now, and 'bout noon we got the news of the wreck 
on the beach. Anyway, we all stood on me shore and did what we 
could. It was 'fore the days of the Life-Savin' Service, and all we 
had was a whale-boat Deacon Smith brought over on his hay-riggin'. 
It was awful to see those poor critters swept away before we could get 
at 'em. All we saved was four of the passengers, and the colored 
stewardess, and two colored girls, children 'bout six and seven years 
old." 

"That was the Savannah steamer, bound for Providence?" 

"Yes. It never got there, nor the folks either. All those that 
were saved went away to New London on the steamer the week after, 
except those two girls, and they settled here. It was just as well, for 
they hadn't a cent o' money, nothing but the wet clothes on their backs, 
and some one took 'em in, and they stayed here for a long time, and 
then kinder driflied off to some hotel on the mainland." 

" But the wreck, father?" 

"I'm comin' to that. Well, after the people got ashore, and 
those that was drowned laid out in Seth Glass's fish-house, some of us 
come along the shore to see how Luke was gettin' on at the light. The 
sea-wall was broke up considerable by the seas in the night, and we 
were standin' lookin' at it, when some one see the wreck driftin' in. It 
was a bark, and she was waterlogged and staggerin' in the seas as if 
they couldn't keep her head to the wind. Then she seemed to keel over 
broadside to the seas, and she struck on the shoals, for it was 'most low 
tide. We give word to Luke, and he hung out a red table-cloth from 
top of the light to rouse the folks, and we ran back to get a boat. I 
was among the first to rea(5h the wharf and help launch a whale-boat, 
but. Lor' ! it wasn't any use. It seemed to blow harder than ever, and 
'tween the squalls we see that the folks on board had got out a boat and 
was tryin' to come ashore. They didn't get far ; for, when a big wave 
hid the boat from sight, we never saw it again. Then, just as we were 
debatin' whether we'd better risk it to get out to the ship, another boat 
was put off from under her lee. It wasn't no use. It never come 
ashore." 

" Not a soul escaped ?" 
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" Just one. The seas were a-flyin^ in clouds over her, and it was 
almost dark. That night it shifted to the westward and blew a gale, 
and the next day was as calm and pretty a day as ever you see. We 
didn't go to bed that night, and 'bout daylight me and Tom Larkin 
and Jack Hathaway and one or two others rowed out to the wreck. 
It was 'most gone to pieces. Only the aft part was standin' anyway 
whole, and we climbed up into it. I was the first on the deck, though 
it was fast fiiUin' in. The cabin door was shut, but I kicked it open, 
and there in a b^rth in the cabin was you, — ^alone, — a little girl not big 
enough to speak. It was me found you, and the boys agreed you 
naturally belonged to me." 

The girl came nearer to him and kissed hun again. 

" Dear father !" 

" It was strange you lived through that night. Mebby you were 
too young to be frightened. It made a great time bringin' a strange 
baby ashore from a wreck. Mother had lost her last boy, 'cept Sam, 
more'n six months, and when I put you in her arms she hearted right 
up and said you should be her baby." 

" And you never learned the name of the ship, nor where she came 
from ?" 

"No. The boats came ashore completely smashed to pieces, and 
not a soul was left to tell a thing except you, and you were a baby. 
The excitement o' findin' you made us forget everything. We rowed 
right ashore, lest you should die before we could get you to mother. 
Nobody thought of anything 'cept the girl baby round in the cabin. 
Folks came for miles to see you and to see the place where the ship 
sunk. It wasn't more than an hour after we took you away when the 
wreck just quietly broke up and sunk. Not a trace of a paper or a 
name was found." 

" Except the broken name-board." 

"Yes. That was all. It was found by Caleb Bates's boys 
more'n a month after, wedged in the rocks on the shore. Just a piece 
of broken board with three letters carved on it. I've got it now som^ 
where. Nothing on it but three letters, M and a A and a I, — Mai : 
the name I gave you." 

For a few moments not a word was said. She had heard the story 
many times before. Never before had it made such an impression on 
her. But for this old man she was without a name or parents. Who 
was she? where was she born? And where was her father? — her 
mother? Were they living? She could not think that her mother 
could have been in the ship. She would not have abandoned her. 
She would have stayed on the wreck to die with her. Then the ship's 
captain,— dead and silent forever, — was he her father ? She could not 
think that. He would not have left her on the wreck to die alone, 
even if only an infant. At least he must have known her mother or 
* something about her. And he was dead, — like the poor unknmvn ship 
with the broken name,— silent forever. 

Now she was to take with love a new name. Could she take it ? 
Yes. Love accepts love unasking, unthinking. Yet 

The old man seemed to guess her thoughts. 
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" HLaven^t I been a good fether to you, Mai ?" 

" The best, — ^the best that could be. But, &ther, did you never make 
search for any ship mth a name having those three letters?" 

She had never thought of this question before in all her life. Her 
girlhood had been so peaceful and happy it had never come into her 
heart to think of it. She was his daughter by the adoption of love and 
care. She had never thought to ask more. 

" No, Mai ; I never did. We didn^t think of it. You were only 
a baby, mother was took sick and died, and there were so many things 
to think of I took you as a little girl just sent out o^ heaven for me to 
love, and I didn^t do anything. I s'pose we ought to have done some- 
thing 'bout it, but we were plain folks, and we didn't think. It wasn't 
just right." 

^/ I?s no matter now, father. Sam does not care." 

"No, Sam does not care. He loves you, and I guess he's con- 
tented. I be, so long as you stay near me." 

Then they fell into sUence for a few moments. The old man was 
twice tempted to speak, but did not. There was more to tell, — ^some- 
thing he had never mentioned to any one, except to his dead wife, and 
she had asked him to keep it always a secret, and he had promised her. 

" Mother was right," he said in his heart. " It would break the 
girl's heart if she knew it. It's best she should never know." 

"And the buoy marks the spot, father?" 

" Yes, deary. Govemm't put the two-fethom buoy just six fathoms 
east by south of the place where the ship went down." 

That night there came in from the sea one of those series of long 
mysterious rollers that hint of storms far off on the open ocean. The 
stars sparkled and quivered as if anxious to speak, and the vast shaft 
of light from the tower searched round and round the horizon, but 
found nothing. And the buoy moaned and moaned to itself in the 
dark, — moan^ for the dead secret of the sea. 

VII. 

Mademoiselle Louise Bochet burst upon the hotel at breakfast the 
next morning in a new and more bewildering costume. Break&st-cakes 
were neglectai and coffee grew cold that feminine eyes might mark, ex- 
amine, and mentally digest its minutest details. The breakfast-room 
had not been closed an hour before the natural result appeared. There 
was a timid knock at Mademoiselle's door, and the maid opened to a 
young girl. 

" Could I see Mademoiselle Rochet ?" 

Mademoiselle would see the young miss. With some diffidence the 
girl made her errand known. Was this the Mademoiselle Louise 
Kochet of Fifth Avenue, — late of Paris? Yes. Was there any 
service Mademoiselle could offer ? Yes. Mother, that is, Mrs. Van 
Houton, had a robe. There was to be a hop that night at the hotel. 
Could Mademoiselle examine it with perhaps a view to its improvement? 

Mademoiselle seemed to think for an instant. Should she continue 
her character of &shionable New York dress-maker or play the lady of 
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leisure? Which would be the best character in which to appear when 
she met him? She thought of his pride^ but only to smile m a curious 
way at the thought. He had cared nothing for her feelings: why 
should she consider his ? Besides^ business brought money, and brought 
it more easily and abundantly than she had ever dreamed in the days 
of her poverty in Paris. 

With scarcely a perceptible hesitation she said, sweetly, " I shall 
attend Madame Van Houton with pleasure.^' 

" Our room is No. 65, this floor, and thank you kindly, mademoi- 
selle. Mother will be greatly pleased, Fm sure.'' 

No man has yet been able to understand the process of reasoning by 
which the feminine mind reaches certain results. M'lle Kochet had not 
been seen except at supper and breakfast, and yet it was known to more 
than half the people in the house that a certain valuable order of mind 
had arrived. The bom di*ess-maker had appeared. The genius for 
draping had shed its beneficiuit light upon them. The masculine mind 
falls back on the safe propasition that as the waist is gored so is the 
skirt, inclined — and stops. The feminine mind knows better and goes 
ferther. Draping is a mysteiy, a matter only for superior minds. 
Within another hour the peasant-maid at M'Ue Rochef s door had four 
times informed anxious inquirers that M'lle Kochet was engaged at room 
66. Thither the pilgrims went, to see, admire, and discuss. Mrs. 
Van Houton had secured the prize, but was willing that friends should 
witness her success. 

Mademoiselle gazed thoughtfully at robes, suggested, lightly touched 
the fabrics here aud there, and it was done. Gr^us when really great 
rarely works with its hands in this fine art. It suggests, and other and 
perhaps lower miuds buy materials, direct the hands in needle-work, 
and wear the result with conscious pride. In twenty minutes Mrs. 
Van Houton's robes had been passed upon, and Mademoiselle, with a 
mental note of the value of her services, was led away to see other 
robes. As she examined and commented on dresses, she measured 
women. She soon found just what she wanted, — a society woman with 
an unruly member. In this lady's dresses M'Ue Rochet found much to 
admire. She politely declined further orders. She would be obliged to 
stay with the madame in No. 206 till certain very important changes 
were made. She might even be obliged to do a little stitching herself, 
as there was no one present with sufficient skill to do the work. This 
was, indeed, unexpected condescension, and my lady of No. 206 was 
proud, flattered, happy, and talkative. The door was closed to all 
visitors, and genius and its patron sat down together over the momentous 
affair. Seven distinct headaches at once developed in the hotel, and 
their poor owners declared they would not be well enough to attend the 
hop that night. 

"Mademoiselle had many patrons among sodeiy ladies in New 
York r 

" Yes, very many, the wives of senators, judges, and others.'^ 

" Indeed ! Not the wife of Judge Danellia or Judge Chote ?'' 

" No. There was one, perhaps Madame may know her : Madame 
Grearing.^' 
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"Oh ! you mean Judge Gearing,. of the Superior Court. She was 
a Bochellf^ married a Mr. Yardstickie, and he (ued. She must be past 
forty now, but well preserved." 

" I designed two habits for her." 

" And I dare say they were not bad." 

" I assure Madame they were magnificent. Madame the judge's 
wife, Mrs. Grearing you call her, was greatly pleased, — charmed. 
Madame may have observed her habits." 

" Well, no. I'm not very well acquainted with Mrs. Grearing. My 
Milly has met her son." 

"Has she a son? He must still be an infant." 

" No. It was by her first husband. Milly admires him very much. 
He's lived abroad some time, studied in Paris, was rather wild there, 
but of course is quite reformed now." 

"Will Mademoiselle the daughter permit me to examine her robes? 
It is possible I suggest something." 

" Milly ? Oh, Milly's young. She only came out this spring, and 
her things don't matter down here. There's nobody here of any con- 
sequence. We shall receive this fell for her, and then, if Mademoiselle 
can design a dress for her, we shall be glad." 

"Americans are so strange. What is it to come out?" 

" Milly's a d&mtante. She is now a young lady, and can receive 
calls from young gentlemen." 

"The judge's son call on her and she so young !" 

" Well, no : I couldn't permit that. Of course here at the beach 
young people must meet in a social way." 

"Then the son of the judge issuot what you call attentive to the 
daughter ?" ' 

" You're mistaken about that. Young Mr. Royal Yardstickie is 
not the son of Judge Grearing. He is the son of the judge's wife. She 
hasn't an3rthing, but of course the young man will come in for a share 
of the judge's wealth. As for his attentions to Milly, we couldn't allow 
it, — at any rate, not till Milly is older, and not unless she was very 
anxious to marry him." 

Mademoiselle seemed to find something deeply interesting in the robe 
she held upon her lap. TheTe were hard lines about her handsome 
mouth, and a momentary flash in her black eyes, which the voluble 
patron mistook for the light of genius or the sign of deep thought. 

" I think, on the whole, you had better look at one of Milly's dresses. 
I want her to look well at the hop to-night. As it is Saturday, there 
will be a good many of the younger men down to spend Sunday." 

Mademoiselle, with the sweetest smile imaginable, continued her 
search for information. 

" It will also please young Mr. Yardstickie. All young girls wish 
to appear well before those wno admire them." 

" Oh, it's not at all for him. If I thought he was seriously attentive, 
Milly should not leave her room to-night. We could hardly approve 
of any attentions just now, after the young man has lost his heart over 
some commonplace creature at the light." 

" The light ! What is the light ?" 
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" Hedgefence Light-House." 

"Oh, the maritime light. I understand. Do women trim such 
lamps in this country?" 

" Dear, no. There's a light-house keeper, — ^a man. Every one is 
remarking on Mr. Yardstickie's very great mterest in such things. He 
goes over to the light every day, and twice he has been seen in the village 
with her. I'm sure it's a blessing he went off yesterday on Mr. Man- 
ning's yacht, as he will not be at the hop to-night. I haven't a doubt 
he would disgrace himself by bringing the girl with him. We should 
never recognize her, if he did," 

" Was that a yacht, — the beautiful vessel we passed in the steam- 
boat last evening?" 

" I dare say. Mr. Manning's yacht sailed yesterday. I think Milly 
said it was only for a few days. She knows somebody who knows the 
Boylstons, and they are friends of the Mannings." 

After a pause, as if in deep thought. Mademoiselle came to the con- 
clusion that nothing more need be done to the robe. A few stitches 
here and there, and the work would be complete. Could she see the 
daughter's dress ? It was brought out, and Milly was sent for to try 
it on. The fresh voung girl just in from a dip in the sea seemed 
a vision of girlish loveliness, and Mademoiselle was charmed to meet 
her. She suggested this and that, and said the robe was already nearly 

Serfect. Just a touch, and it would be magnificent. Mother and 
aughter were overflowing with voluble gratitude. Milly would be 
the best-dressed girl at the hop. 

On Mademoiselle's return to her room the peasant-maid had a most 
unhappy quarter of an hour. Mademoiselle was unlovely. Some char- 
acters are like certain apples, — ^a little tart. Mademoiselle was more 
than sub-acid, she was sharp and bitter, and the reason therefor was 
not plain to the poor little maid. All she could do was to assist her 
mistress into still another ravishing robe, that she might go to dinner 
in a becoming costume. 

To the people in the big dining-room Mademoiselle was the picture 
of sweetness and light. Two gentle young things who caressed their 
tender moustaches aft^er soup declared she was a brunette angel. 

"Eich? I should say!" 

"Dress-maker?" 

" Ah, yes. Pity. With all that money feller might do very well. 
See?" 

" Yes. Social rules forbid it. Hang rules !" 

"Hop to-night?" 

" Nothing better to do. Know feller knows her?" 

« Sister does." 

" Might ask her to present me at hop. Lots fun." 

" Sister wouldn't. Girls so strange." 

" Mean to get it." 

" What ? Introduction to La Rochet ?" 

" Horrid audacious, but must have fun. If Yardstickie were here, 
be all right." 

"Why? Does he know her ?" 
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"Guess not. But he'd bring it round. Koyal can do anything 
like that. Great man.'' 

" Sister says she worked for his mother. Must know her. Oh !" 

" Whaf s matter ? Burn mouth ?" 

"No. Idea. Recollect funny thing. Paris last winter. Met 
Royal with lady. Girl like that, tall, brunette, — ^very French. Every- 
where mth him. Can't tell what reminds me of her." 

"Can't be same?" 

" Ah I Awful idea ! It does look like her." 

" Foolish idea. Dress-maker. Royal knows too much." 

" No. Can't be. That girl was poor. Royal paid bills like little 
man." 

" Great folly. Got over it ?" 

" Yes. Royal's cured. No money now. Very sad, you know." 

"Hop to-night?" 

" Yes. Smoke now." 

The half-holiday had brought a great company to the hotel, and 
the little world on the sand gave itself up to out-door pleasure. 
Mademoiselle would also go out and take the air by the water, for the 
day had become sultry. Besides, she must think. The unexpected 
had happened. She had hoped to find him, to con&ont him in the hotel, 
and openly to demand recognition. Months and months had passed 
since she had seen him, and she felt a certain melancholy pity for her- 
self in finding in her disappointment how much she had wished to meet 
him publicly and to humiliate him in some striking and dramatic scene 
that would satisfy her sense of justice — and the picturesque. He 
would fall on his knees, and she would pour out her wrath — no, he 
wouldn't do that. He would wince, perhaps, but would hold his head 
erect through it all. What folly to think of what might be ! She had 
learned much since she had reached America. She had learned more 
at this place. He had already strayed into some net. She must ex- 
amine the net. Perhaps it might prove another weapon in her hands. 

Mademoiselle's appearance on the beach did not attract special 
attention. She was dressed with what might be called elegant plain- 
ness. Her manners were ladylike and reserved, and, while many be- 
stowed a passing glance upon her costume, none heeded the woman. 
The bathers were noisy and numerous, and she passed along the rear 
of the throngs gathered on the beach and took the path towards the 
light-house without exciting comment. Lovers there were at intervals 
along the way, and now and then she met a party of children paddling 
and wading with white and shining legs in the creamy surf. Love and 
play are too absorbing to notice grief, particularly if it passes with 
serene face and robed in the latest style. She saw the lovers with a 
feeling of envy. She watched the children with a sigh. 

She came to the big yellow boulder and sat down to look over the 
sea, and think. The white tower, the little house planted almost in the 
surf, the wide sea, the soft warm sky, and the white mountainous 
clouds in the west, all appealed to her to rest, — to rest and think. 
There was only a slight ripple on the water, yet the surf slowly 
thundered and boomed at her feet, the dying waves of some distant 
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storm. So it seemed to her that her life had become, — serene and fidr, 
yet moved by slow heart-beats of far-off sorrow. 

There was a shadow on the water. She looked to the west. The 
sun had disappeared behind one of the alpine heights of cumulus, 
leaving a fiiint glow of red on the sky beyond the irregular line of 
vivid silver that touched the edge of the cloud. Could it be fore- 
bodings of a storm ? Was it a vague hint of more rain — ^more tears, 
perhaps lightning — ^in her stormy life ? 

The surf was most irregular in its pulsations. Three closely 
successive waves would advance, and, booming, break, and rush up the 
shingly slope, and then the b^ch would scream as the white water 
ran back. Then all would be quiet for a little space. It was in one 
of these pauses that there came to her ear a di^ary cry like a moan. 
The color left her handsome face, and she looked fer and wide over the 
sea. There was nothing, and the surf roared and screamed again. 
Once more she heard it. It made her heart beat fast, she knew not 
why. She had read of the mysterious sounds of the sea, of the moan 
heard on the ocean before great storms. What did it mean? Why 
did she hear it? It was almost human in its faint sighing, — fitful, 
half heard, — ^yet felt, like a pain in the heart. She wrapped her light 
cloak about her and shivered. The sea was purple imder the western 
clouds, blue in the east, with splendid splashes of green over the shoals. 
There was a &int murmur of music and laughter from the hotel. At 
her feet rose the chirp of a cricket. Peace everywhere, save for that 
moaning from the sea. 

" Oh, if it would only speak plainly ! It means so much and says 
so little. Ah ! there is a man coming.^^ 

The approach of any human being seemed a comfort, and she sat 
still, looking towards the hotel to where a tall, plainly-dressed man 
came slowly along the path. She was at a loss to understand why her 

Eulse had raced with such speed. Could this strange unearthly voice 
e a cry from the Unknown bidding her pause? Was it a real voice? 
Did she hear it at all ? Was it only a cry picked out by her heart from 
the mass of the sonorous thunder on the beach, as a sea-shell picks out 
a tone from the roar of the sea? She would ask this man if he too 
heard the sound. As he came nearer she felt in a sense safe. His face 
bespoke a man of simple, unaffected life and honest heart. His blue 
eyes looked into hers for an instant only, and in that quick glance she 
felt she could trust him. With this thought there came also a regretful 
instant of pity for herself that she must look at any one to see if he 
be indeed a man. 

" Good-evening, miss.'^ 

He spoke pleasantly and naturally, much as a man at home might 
welcome a stranger. She guessed at once that he was the keeper of the 
light-house. She rose from the yellow stone on which she sat, and 
then saw that it was the stepping-stone to the stile and that she blocked 
the way. 

" Beg pardon. I did not see I was in your path." 
" All right, marm. No consejcjuence. I'd rather hopped over the 
fence than had a lady rise.'' 
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Here was a politeness unknown in France. She saw from his 
unaffected manner that it was the genuine courtesy of kindliness and 
respect^ and not a pretended gallantry. For an instant the novelty of 
such a remark confused her^ precisely as she had been confused in New 
York the day she landed there when a stranger rose and silently gave 
her a seat in a streetr<2ar. At that instant the &int moan from the 
sea came again. 

"I b^ pardon, sir, for detaining you, but could you explain that 
strange sound from the sea? I do not understand why it should be/' 

" It's the two-fathom buoy.'' 

"Buoy?" 

" Yes. Whistling buoy. Beacon, you know. Always makes that 
noise when there is any sea on. Warning for boats makmg this port." 

" Ah ! I comprehend. Maritime signal for vessels, — ^to warn 
against wreck." 

" Yes, marm. Sounds kinder dismal in pleasant weather, but it's 
powerful pretty music if you're steering by dead reckoning and a thick 
fog coming up or driving snow hiding the light." 

" Have many lives been saved from wreck by that sound?" 

" Can't tell, marm. Mebby a great many, mebby none at all. Any- 
way, it may yet save some life from going to smash ; and so it is kept 
there, because if one life is saved by hearing the thing whistling in the 
dark it will pay to let it whistle all the time, even if it does sound 
kinder forlorn to folks safe on shore." 

" The sea is so sad. So many wrecks are here. Oh, pardon me : 
I should not detain you." 

" 'Tain't no matter. I've just been to the hotel with Mai. Nothing 
particular to do. Glad to show strangers over the light." 

With an instinctive grasp at the &ct that through this simple and 
transparent nature she might obtain some information of value, she 
smiled sweetly, and said, — 

" I am a stranger in America." 

" So I see, marm." 

" I have heard much of American politeness. I am quite alone ; 
yet, if it be possible, I shall greatly admire to see the light-house. My 
home is Paris, where we have not such things." 

" Come right in. Guess father's round somewhere." 

" Are not the ladies of your house at home ?" 

" No : Mai's gone to the hotel. It's no matter. Ladies often come 
over from the hotel alone. I've shown hundreds of 'em round the 
place." 

She had the wit to see that while from a Parisian stand-point she 
could not possibly accept the invitation, yet in America it might bfe 
allowable. The situation would give her a wholly novel experience, — 
that of unembarrassed and unaffected talk with a man of sense whose 
natural politeness was as delightful as it was sincere. She laughed to 
herself as if it were a kind oi child-like pleasure she had not had since 
she played with Mignon and Pierre in the streets of Rouen. She would 
give herself up for the moment to an innocent enjoyment. 

More than an hour passed in inspecting the light. The old captain 



^V^^^s^ 



900 ^-ff® WHISTLING BUOY, 

took her in charge^ and seemed pleased with her beauty and gayety. 
After all had been seen^ the younger man escorted her to the stile^ that 
she might take the path back to the hotel. She seemed to linger a 
moment; and^ in the delightful disr^ard of the value of time that sea- 
shore people often show, the young man appeared perfectly willing to 
wait and talk with the handsome and vivacious stranger. 

" And all this is to prevent people from being lost in wrecks?'^ 

"^Bout the size of it, marm. For all that, there's been many a 
wreck along this shore in my day. Why, some years ago there was a 
wreck right opposite the place where the hotel stands now. More'n 
twenty people were lost just about where those people are bathing on 
the beach." 

" And they are laughing and playing just where men and women 
have died ! How dreadful it all is P' 

" Lor' I that was nearly twenty years ago. I was only a small chap, 
but I remember the storm, and how father and the men all went down 
to the beach to help the few that were saved." 

"Then some were saved? Tell me about it. Such things are so 
strange to me. I never saw the sea till last winter. It fascinates me. 
It is so beautiftd — and cruel." 

" 'Tain't much to tell. The steamer struck 'bout a hundred yards 
from the beach. Some of her people tried to get ashore in their boats, 
but they were soon swamped and lost. Then the men on the beach put 
out a whale-boat and saved four passeugers and the stewardess and two 
colored girls, mites of things not more n four year old. I remember 
seeing the girls, for they lost all their friends, and some of our folks 
took 'em in and brought 'em up, and they grew up here." 

" Colored children ! what are they ?" 

" People of color, — negroes. I guess they were slaves in Savannah, 
where they came from, l ou'd never know it, though, for they were 
'most white, and quite pretty girls. They went to school with the 
other children, and 1 remember we boys were quite well 'quainted with 
them." 

" Then not all that you call people of color are black ?" 

" No, marm. There's some is no darker than any dark-complected 
white folks ; no darker than you be." 

Mademoiselle showed a brilliant set of teeth in a merry laugh. 

" No offence, marm. They grew up to quite likely girls, and were 
treated just like other folks. There's some as think they are different, 
but I kinder guess humans is humans." 

In a sense her mission to the light had failed. Yet she had ob- 
tained some information that might prove of value in the future. The 
snowy cumulus in the west had begun to change color and assume a 
threatening aspect. She had best return to the hotel. With a few 
pleasant words of thanks, she walked away along the path, over the 
sand-hills, leaving the blond giant gazing after her. 

" Well, that ain't Mai's style ; and I'm glad of it. Pretty as a 
picture, but I don't believe that kind will wash." 

Mademoiselle had barely time to reach the hotel before the sudden 
darkness of the storm spread over the sea. People were hurrying to- 
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wards the house from every direction^ and the broad piazza was crowded 
with pleasure-seekers driven in like a fleet of little boats making port 
in stress of weather. Just at the top of the broad stairs leading to the 
piazza Mademoiselle met two ladies coming slowly down, as if hesi- 
tating about facing the storm. 

" Mai, dear, you must stay. Wait till the storm is over. See, it 
will rain presently.'^ 

Mademoiselle^s dress unaccountably met with some mishap just 
there, and she paused to adjust the difficulty. 

" No, deary ; father will miss me. Besides, you know I'm a&aid 
of storms since I was a child ; and somehow the light seems safer than 
the hotel'' 

" That's because you're such a child of the sea." 

« I know it. I came from the sea, and storms always frighten me. 
I have my water-proof. I'll not need your umbrella. Good-by." 

At that instant a vivid flash of lightning seemed to make an illu- 
minated photograph of sea and sky, and a Seafening crash shook the 
whole building. There was a moment's confusion among the people, 
and then some one cried out, — 

" The music-stand has been struck." 

" Beg pardon, mademoiselle, your friend has fidnted." 

Mademoiselle Kochet seemed the only one who retained presence of 
mind. The young girl by her side had fainted at the terrific crash, and 
would have fallen had not she caught her. A moment later she was laid 
on a sofa in the hotel parlor. Mademoiselle, among others, offered such 
help as she could. 

" Thank you, Mademoiselle Rochet. My friend will soon recover. 
It has happened before. It is a constitutional dread of lightning. 
She had some strange experience in a storm when an infant. You are 
very kind. I know what to do for her. Thank you kindly." 

Half an hour later Mai Johnson slowly opened her eyes in a quiet 
room in the hotel. 

" Do you feel better, dear ?" 

" Has the storm passed ?" 

" Yes. It was very short. It's clearing away, and the sun is going 
down behind deep-red clouds." 

" Who was she, dear?" 

"Who?" 

" That person. I felt her come near me, and my heart grew so 
cold. And then I seemed to hear the sea roar just as I sometimes do 
in my dreams, — an awful sound, as if everything I loved and cared for 
was breaking to pieces." 

" Say no more, dear. I've sent for Sam. You'll be all right after 
a little supper, and then you can go home and dress for the hop to-night. 
You remember you promised to go with us ?" 

" Yes, I remember, I cannot go." 

"Why not?" 

" I hsudly know. She might be there." 

" How strange you are, Mai ! Who might be there ?" 

" I do not know. That woman. The lightning lit up her fiw5e. 
Vol. XXXIX 59 
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and I saw it as plain as day. Forgive me, deary : I couldn't go ; I 
couldn't meet her again/' 

" Why, you never saw her before?" 

" No, never. I don't even know her name." 

" Why, it's only a fashionable dress-maker who arrived here last 
nigKt. Everybody in the house is talking about her wonderful dresses. 
She was pointed out to me. Her name is Louise Rochet." 

" It's very silly in me, I know, but somehow I cannot help it. Let 
me get up now. I must go home. You'll forgive me, deary : I could 
not come to the hop to-night. She — ^that Frenchwoman would be 
there." 

Mademoiselle Rochet, being a guest of the house, was invited to 
the hop. There was much interest excited over the affair, for there 
were many who looked for some new dress that would charm, astonish, 
and instruct. 

Mademoiselle Louise Rochet did not attend. 

The hop was not a success. 

VIII. 

The advancing season brought more people to Wilson's Holl, and the 
hotel was full. A few days after the hop the afternoon boat brought 
a gentleman and lady to the Holl, and from the landing they drove 
rapidly in a light wagon to the hotel. He was a man about sixty years 
of age, of massive frame and fine large head with abundant hair al- 
ready white. She was much younger, — a woman of soft and feminine 
beauty, though well past middle life. In dress the man was severely 
plain, the woman ridi, almost ostentatious. Dress to her was a matter 
of profound importance, to him only a convenience. 

^* Very sorry, judge : every room is taken. Can give you half of 
one of the cottages." 

" We shall want four rooms, — one for my wife, one for myself, one 
for my son, and a parlor. By the way, I suppose my son is here ?" 

" No, sir, not just now. Mr. Royal Yardstickie still keeps a room 
here, but he's away on Mr. Manning's yacht." 

. The judge seemed to be somewhat disturbed at the information 
given to him by the hotel clerk, though he calmly signed the register in 
silence, thus : 

" J. H. Gearing and wife. New York." 

** Will you go to the cottage at once, judge ?" 

The judge merely nodded in silence. He seemed to be disturbed 
about something, and the derk wisely held his peace and turned to 
welcome other guests. 

The judge and his wife walked along the planked path to the last 
cottage at the west of the hotel, and took possession of* their new 
quarters. Hardly had the servant opened the rooms and left them in 
peace when Mrs. Judge Gearing, aft;er carefully laying aside her extra 
garments, said, with just a shade of impatience, — 

" I'm surprised that Royal did not come down to the landing to 
meet us." 



THE WHISTLING BUOY. 903 

"He is not here, Maria. He is away on a yacht with some friend." 

" Poor boy ! I^m glad of it. He's so delicate. The sea-air and 
the rest and quiet on the yacht will do him good." 

" That's all right, Maria, and I haven't the least objection to his 
going ; but it would have been wiser if he had given up his room at 
the hotel. I do wish he could be a little more thoughtful about such 
matters." 

"Judge, Royal is an invalid. You must excuse him in some things. 
What could he do if he returned and found every room taken in the 
hotel ? He might die of exposure while trying to find some place to 
lay his head. Poor Royal is such a sufferer after his terrible studies at 
Paris." 

" Nonsense ! When I was at Wilbraham I was assistant janitor, 
and made nine fires before breakfast, and was at prayers at eight every 
morning, and taught an evening school two miles from college five 
nights in the week, and was organ-blower at three services and choir- 
rehearsal at the First Church in the next town, — walked a mile and 
back at that." 

" Don^t, judge ! It makes my poor heart bleed to think of all you 
suffered in your youth." 

" Didn't hurt me a bit. Did me good." 

" Yes, perhaps it did ; but it's a most unpleasant thing to remem- 
ber." 

" Not at all. I had a jolly time in the First Church organ-loft, and 
was as hearty a young fellow as you could find in my class." 

" Well, at least, dear, do not talk of it now. It's not good style in 
your present position. It humiliates me every time you speak of it." 

" I'll not mention it down here. Court has adjourned, and we are 
at the beach in search of — ^pleasure. Ready for dinner?" 

" Why, no. I can't go till the trunks come. I've nothing to wear. 
You go, and I'll join you as soon as possible. I wish you'd see why 
the trunks do not come." 

" All right. I will take a little walk on the beach and meet you 
at the hotel." 

Judge Gearing left the fantastic cottage and crossed the level 
white sand towards the beach. There was no need to concern himself 
about the trunks, for a wagon was already unloading baggage at the 
hotel door. Like many men who have risen through a youth of labor 
to a position of dignity and comparative ease, he seldom complained of 
those who in any way labored for his profit or convenience. The por- 
ters would do their duty. He did it when he labored with his hands : 
why not they ? Besides, every work had its hinderances. The trunks 
would arrive just as quickly by waiting for them as by needlessly 
hurrying those who were already, no doubt, doing their duty. The 
world was very pleasant to Judge Gearing. His life had been for- 
tunate in that, as far as he could decide, at this its late afternoon it had 
left all its probable sorrows behind. There was no longer that fright- 
ftd struggle for an education that had marked his youth. He had won 
a considerable amount of wealth. He had married a handsome and 
feshionable woman who did the honors of his house with grace and 
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dignity. His work was comparatively easy^ and it was interesting. 
If there was any thorn in his side, it had only just b^un to smart in a 

Eetty, irritating way that might be only temporary. His wife's son 
ad come to his home for the first time. During the first five years of 
his married life the judge had hardly recognized Royal Yarostickie's 
existence^ except as an added expense^ and it was only recently that 
the young man had returned from his supposed studies in Paris, an 
idler and a semi-invalid at the very age when in the judge's youth 
he had worked the hardest and rejoiced in the most vigorous health. 

He was awakened from these reveries by the cry of a sea-bird 
wheeling between blue sky and blue water. Instinctively he paused 
and looKed about. Before him lay the sea, — calm, smootn, beautiful. 
There were gentle waves lapping the beach in a tinkling monotone. 
He stood widi hands folded behind him, gazing thoughtfully at the 
water. There was a &int sound of childish laughter on the air, and 
he looked along the beach and saw some children playing on the sand. 
He turned away and walked slowly towards the hotel. 

It had come back. For years he had kept away from the sea. He 
had purposely avoided hearing or seeing it. Every summer he had 
gone to the mountains, — never to the sea-shore. His wife had often 
complained and said that " everybody went to the beach." Her son, 
she said, needed sea-air, and had been sent to Wilson's HoU for rest- 
cure, and then, at her earnest solicitation, they had come also. 

It had come back, — the memory of that one short year of youthful 
happiness. The sun of his early manhood's life and love had sunk in 
the sea. He had thought that time had cured the wound. This first 
hour in solitude by the sea had brought back the one terrible grief of 
his life. That gray bird with its plaintive cry had opened the closed 
chamber of his heart. It could not be treason to his present wife if he 
thought once more of the dead wife of his youth as he walked beside 
her mighty grave, the everlasting sea. Some day it might give up its 
dead. He would wait the day of her coming on some more heavenly 
shore. He wondered vaguely if heaven had any more beautiful scene 
than this margin of the sea. He took a melancholy pleasure in look- 
ing at it, — for her sake. He had thought the sight might be distress- 
ing, as the sight of a grave, but he forgot the soothing fingers of time 
and nature uiat can make even graves beautiful. She was not for- 
gotten. He thought of her now with only a sweet and tender longing 
for the day when the sea would really give up its dead. She would 
come, but not here, — ^not now, not now. 

An hour later Mrs. Judge Gearing found her husband seated on the 
hotel piazza, gazing absently at the sea, now touched with the glory of 
a brilliant sunset. 

" I have been looking everywhere for you, judge. The dining- 
room is open. We are most fortunate : Maaemoiselle Rochet is stay- 
ing here.' 

" Then I suppose you are entirely happy." 

" I'm certainly glad, for that last piece of Surah really ought to 
be put in her hands. I brought it with me, thinking it was just possi- 
ble she might be here. Come, shall we go to dinner?" 
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"Not now, Maria. Let nie stay here a little while. I wish to 
rest and think.^' 

" I thought you said you would leave your cases behind you.^' 

" So I have. I was thinking — of something else. You dine with 
Mademoiselle. I'll join you presently.^' 

The meeting of iti8tU>on Luld not be more charming and 
cordial. Both had much to say, new plans to discuss, — ^the one to con- 
sider robes, the other to evolve new schemes of extravagance and — 
revenge. 

The making up of that piece of Surah absorbed all Mrs. Judge 
Gearing's attention the next day. Several ladies in the hotel were 
greatly disturbed that Mademoiselle Rochet should give all her time to 
the judge's wife ; and Mademoiselle, with the sweetest smile possible, 
answered them that Madame the judge's wife was an old patron, the 
first, indeed, she had found in America. 

The judge, left thus to himself, found time to wander alone along 
the shore. Naturally enough, the quaint tower of the light-house 
attracted his attention, and, after visiting the little village to get letters 
and to see if any one knew when Mr. Manning's yacht would return, 
he set out along the shore-path towards the light. On the way he met 
a sturdy young fellow in fishing-costume. His blue eyes seemed intel- 
ligent and open, and he ventured .to stop and ask him if there was any 
one about there who might know the whereabouts of the yacht. 

" Yes, sir : I'm her skipper. She's expected back here to-day, I 
think I sighted her 'bout half an hour ago firom the light. I'm going 
to the village now to wait till she comes in." 

The judge thanked the young man, and then went on, not wholly 
pleased with the news of the return of his son. He always called him 
that. He paid the young man's bills, and in a grim spirit of humor he 
called him his dear son. The young man would perhaps interrupt the 
half-sad, half-pleasing hours of meditation he had spent by the water. 
He walked slowly on towards the light, dreamily thinking of the dead 
past. In a oert^ dim way the sea seemed to speak with her voice. 
She was asleep somewhere in the sea, perhaps near this coast. She 
might be even now waiting on some other coast, looking over another 
everlasting sea, looking for some one to come to her. It was thus he 
slowly drew near to the light. 

Captain Breeze Johnson had finished one duty, and sat in his wooden 
arm-chair on the grass by his door, waiting for the clock to tell him 
what to do next. By his side on the big blue boulder that formed the 
door-step sat Mai, sewing. 

" Here's another visitor, father. You talk to him while I go in 
and get dinner." 

With that she rose and went within-doors scarcely a moment 
before Judge Glaring entered the little grass-plot before the house. 
Who can tell why trifles stay the march of impending events ? Had 
she remained by her father's side she would have met — what ? She 
never knew till afl«r months had passed and tears had unsealed her 
eyes. 

The judge seemed to be greatly pleased with the good-natured old 
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pilot who sat in such homely dignity in his shirt-sleeves under the 
shadow of his own roof-tree, beside his own door-stone. 

" Yes, sir, visitors allowed at this hour. Guess, though, it would 
be all right any hour o' the day. Make yourself to hum." 

It was with a certain sense of long-forgotten homeliness that the 
judge sat down on the flat stone and made himself comfortable with 
the house for a back to his seat and the open door beside him. There 
was a feeling of getting close to nature. Perhaps he could hear her 
heart beat, seated thus almost on the sweet and honest ground. 

" You have a charming location here." 

"So I've heard tell. It's some lonesome, though, specially in 
winter." 

" I didn't think of that. You see, we city folks think it is always 
summer at the beach." 

" Lor' ! the summer's not more'n two afternoons to us. It's gettin' 
ready for winter, or it's just leavin' off, 'most the year round." 

" Yes, I suppose so. The sea looks calm and beautiful now, but I 
dare say it's wilo. enough at times. Even now it seems to be very sad 
and melancholy to me." 

" Depends. If you're fishin' for mackerel you don't bother much 
how it looks." 

" So many lives are lost in the sea. So many are buried in it." 

" Sight more buried in the ground. Medders look just as pretty, 
for all that." 

" You are right. Pardon me for speaking of such matters." 

Just at this instant the judge was made aware that some one was 
stirring in the house behind him. There was a light, quick step, as of 
some, young woman, within. This hint of quiet domestic life on this 
lonely cape thrust out into the Atlantic gave him a curious sensation, 
— ^such as one might feel in meeting lovers walking in a quiet grave- 
yard. His love was lost long years ago in the sea, and yet here by its 
edge love and domestic happiness made a simple home beautiful. 

As the two men sat thus in silence, each absorbed in his own 
thought, there was a faint, vanishing moan on the air, a cry that seemed 
to come from the sea, 

"What is that?" 

Breeze Johnson looked down at the stranger beside him in mingled 
surprise and wonder. The voice plainly trembled. 

" I don't wonder you're scar't. Some swell come in and tilted her 
over, and she whistled." 

" Why, what can it be ?" 

" Lor' ! it's nothing. It's the whistling buoy. Sometimes a swell 
makes it speak even in a calm day like this. It's whistlin' all the time 
in heavy weather." 

It had come back. He was surprised at the effect of this plaintive 
sound, like some lost soul crying in the wilderness of waters. It had 
shaken him to the centre of his being. He knew he was not super- 
stitious. He did not know that even this purely mechanical sound could 
waken such vivid memories of the dead past. 

" There are many strange sounds by the sea." 
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" "Well, yes, tolerable variety of 'em. "When I waa pilotin' I knew 
-every fog-hom from Moutauk to Sandy Hook. Govemm't'e put to it 
Bometimes to invent new sounds; though, I must say, one of these new 
bellerin' sirens is enough to make a feller's hair turn white, if he didn't 
know what it was, and he was to hear one a-hoUerin' in the night." 

In spite of the old man's quaint humor, the judge felt oppressed 
and ill at ease. He rose as if to go, and the captain, with ready hos- 
pitality, invited him to inspect the Hght-house. 

" Thank you, no ; not now. Another time I shall be glad to visit 
the l^ht-house. If it is allowable, I should like to bring my wife to 
see the place." 

" Glad to see you ; glad to see folks any time. It's powerful lone- 
some here at times ; and mebby if you had any papers you didn't want 
Don't get much good readin' here, genermly.'' 




"With the greatest pleasure. I'll bring some books to-morrow, 
Captain " 

" Capt'n Johnson, — Breeze Johnson." 

" Glad to know you, captain. My name is , Grearing, — Judge 
Gearing, of New York." 

" Sho 1 Come over any time, judge. We are alius to hum " 

" Father, dinner's ready." 

This from within the house in a vigorous young voice. To Judge 
Gearing it came in its homely speech like a tone from his youth. 

" What's the matter, judge ? Feelin' unwell ?" 

" No, It's nothing. Perhaps I'm a little tired. I'll go back to 
the hotel." 

" My daughter's just inside. Shan't she bring you a glass o' water, 
or anything?" 
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'^ Thank you« no. Fll eo now. Grood-aftemoon, captain, and 
tiiank 70a for your informatio^" 

The captain stood by his door, gazing lifter the retreating form of 
nifl visitor. It seemed bent and aged before its time, and feeble and 
uncertain of step. 

** Never saw a man get so peaked all of a suddent. Stroke of the 
hearty I guess. Comin', Mai.'^ 

It had come back. The voice of that strange girl, uncultivated, 
unmusical though it seemed, had ^^ the sound of a voice that was still.'' 

He would return to the town, to the courts, to society, — and forget 

IX. 

Toune Mr. Boyal Tardstickie reached the hotel feeling quite at 
ease with nimself and the world. He had enjoyed the yacht-trip hugely. 
The idleness, good living, personal comfort, and, above all, the entire 
absence of responsibility, had pleased him greatly. One little incident 
at the end of the voyage particularly gratified him. The blond giant 
of the light-house, he xnew, was Jack Manning's skipper. He had 
seen him at the landing and heard Mr. Manning tell him to prepare to 
sail at once. If the " oig brute," as Mr. Roy^ Yardstickie chose to 
call him, were to sail in me yacht, the coast would be dear for him at 
ihe 'light. 

"I've captured the silly old father; and now for the girl herself." 

He entered the hotel in quite a contented frame of mind. His 
luck had not deserted him. At the door he met a city friend. 

" Ah, Yardstickie ! How do ? Lots fun here." 

"Halloo, Beamish! What's up?" 

" Hop." 

" Bother hops !" 

" Hop was no good. It's La Rochet." 

"LaKochet! Whafsshe? Actress?" 

" No. Lamkid's gone on her. Says you know her." 

" Know who ? "What you talkin' 'bout, old man ?" 

" La Rochet." 

" Never heard of her. Excuse me now. Must go to room." 

" Governor's here. Royal. Guess he's got room for you at one of 
the cottages. Come to dinner early, if you want to see Lamkid's 
brunette angel. Ha ! ha !" 

The ripple of weak laughter at the end of the tender young thing's 
speech seemed in some manner to irritate Mr. Royal Yardstickie, and 
it was in no pleasant mood that he demanded the key of his room of 
the hotel derk. 

" Lady taken your room, sir. Judge Glaring told me to dispose of 
it. Porter took vour things over to cottage vesterday." 

" I ordered that room, and I shall pay for it. Let the woman be 
turned out." 

" Judge paid your bill vesterday. Porter will take your bag to the 
cottage, sir. Room there for you.'' 

Knowing it would be both useless and foolish to say more, he un- 
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graciously tossed his hand-bag to a hall-boj and stalked moodily along 
the plank walk towards the &ntastic cottage. His fun was over. 
Never mind : the judge had paid his bill at the hotel^ and there was 
just so much money saved for other pleasures. He would see this La 
Bochet at dinner. Some Frenchwoman, perhaps. 

" Says you know her.'' 

The words came back to him like a sudden dash of cold water 
thrown in his face. 

" Pshaw ! what folly ! That fool of a Lamkid's mistaken.'' 

All this to himself. Seeing the judge at the door, he assumed as 
pleasant an air as possible, and really seemed glad to meet his respected 
step-father. 

" Grood-aftemoon, sir." 

" Eh, Royal ! Glad to see you at home again. Your mother has 
missed you greatly. Come in. We have a room for you here." 

" Thank you : I had a room at the hotel." 

" Thaf s all right, my son. I found you were being charged three 
dollars a day for it and not using it, and I had your things moved over 
here, that you might be near your mother." 

" Thank you, sir, but I could pay for that room myself." 

" We will not say any more about it. It was a useless expense till 
we came, and still more extravagant to have two rooms both unused." 

Mr. Koyal Yardstickie was not accustomed to any criticism. H^ 
had never been criticised by his mother, — more's the pity, — and his 
father had not lived long enough to bestow much praise or blame. To 
be criticised now at his time of life seemed to be especially cruel and 
unwarranted. He sat down on the step of the piazza, angry and sullen 
under the implied rebuke. 

He would not stand this sort of thing any longer. He would go 
back to New York and do as he pleased. Then he looked moodily 
along the shore towards the light. That white beacon-tower seemed to 
lead him to other thoughts. If he could have met that strong, self- 
reliant nature, that woman to win and command him, before, how 
different his Ufe would have been! Well, why not win her? She 
was poor. His mother would never forgive that. Why should he 
care? He had made mistakes in the past. He would love that 
good and sensible girl and begin life anew. New York would be 
very dull just now. He would put up with the judge, his father, and 
remain at the beach. These reflections passed very quickly, yet he 
took pride in them, much as a child may be proud on New Year's 
Day of a new set of good resolutions. "That big brute of a lover will 
be away for a week. She likes my style." By this he meant to say to 
himself that he, being the gentleman, of course would win. " Gov- 
ernor can't live forever, and when she knows what my share of the 
pile will be she'll off with me to town some fine night." 

" Where's mother ?" 

" I'm glad your meditations have brought you to think of her." 

" I was estimating how much the bill for the room will be. Of 
course I'll pay it." 

" Oh, never mind that. I paid it. I'll deduct the amount from 
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your next month's allowance. Your mother has Mademoiselle Rochet 
with her. I haven't seen her since noon. Mademoiselle is her dress- 
maker." 

The young man managed for the moment to conceal his anger, and 
then rose and entered the house. He was furious at what he fancied 
an insult. 

" Am I a child, to be treated in this way ? FU make mother give 
me some money and go back to the hotel. Beamish and Lamkid are 
better company than the governor. Grad I I wonder who La Rochet 
can be. Dare say the boys have found something amusing.'' 

He found the little house consisted of two small parlors on the 
lower floor, with chambers above. Opening the door into the first 
parlor, he discovered the room was empty. 

" Busy with dress-maker. Next room, I suppose. Mademoiselle 
Rochet Can't be the Rochet Beamish spoke of. He wouldn't find 
any fun with a dress-maker." 

With that he went up-stairs and found a room where his bag and 
his trunk had been placed. 

" Suppose this is my den. I'll make myself presentable and go 
down and see the creature. Lamkid says I know her. What non- 
sense ! I couldn't know a dress-maker, — not in this country." 

Just then he heard a door open below, and voices in the little hall. 
Every word spoken was perfectly clear in such a thin shell of a house. 

" I am so much obliged to you, mademoiselle. Will you not wait 
and go over to the hotel with us ?" 

" No, I'll not wait, thank you, madame." 

Then he heard another voice, and knew that the judge had spoken 
to his mother. 

"Royal here? My son has returned, mademoiselle. You will 
excuse me." 

" Certainly, madame. Ah ! now I think of it, let me see the 
robe once more." 

The voices died away, and he knew that the two women below had 
returned to the parlor. He went to the toilet-stand and threw some cold 
water in his face, then hastily opened his bag and took out a small flask. 

" My nerves are torn to bits. Steady I It's come. There ! I feel 
stronger." 

No need to wonder who La Rochet might be. With an effort he 
tried to steady his nerves and to check the profuse perspiration that had 
broken out on his hands and face. Then the door below opened again, 
and he heard his mother's step. 

" Are you up there. Royal ?" 

He managed to say, " i es." 

f* Aren't vou well, dear?" 

" Certainly I am. I'll be down presently." 

" Your voice seemed so changed, I was afraid you were unwelL 
Shall I come up ?" 

" No, mother. I'll come down at once." 

It was best so. Best learn the worst at once, and put a bold face 
on the matter. He had often tlioiight this meeting might some day 
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oome. It had come in a way that was more cruel than the most relent- 
less fate could invent. Somehow, the idleness, the irresponsibility, the 
sense of safety and comfort he had enjoyed on the yacht seemed already 
far away in the past. 

The young man came slowly down the stairs, and, in a nerveless 
way, kissed his fond and foolish mother. 

" Come into the parlor, Royal, and rest. You look dreadfully tired, 
Yachting is a terrible strain on the nerves." 

" Let me go out of doors, mother.'' 

" No. Come in here where it is cool and quiet. Come, I insist. Ah, 
mademoiselle, just going ? My son has returned. Let me present him. 
Mademoiselle Rochet, my son, Royal Yardstickie." 

The woman drew herself up and then bowed very low in silence. 
Not a sign on her handsome face that she cared in the slightest degree 
for the young man. He, oij his part, hardly raised his eyes, and merely 
shuffled his feet in an attempt at a bow. 

" Glad — meet Mademoiselle. Afternoon." 

" Thank you for the honor. I must go, madame. I will return 
very soon and finish all there is to do to make everything just right." 

" Oh, thank you, mademoiselle. You are very kind, I'm sure." 

" Not at all, madame. I only desire to do what is right by you — 
and by myself." 

" You're too conscientious, my dear mademoiselle. I'm sure we are 
all under great obligations to you." 

" Do not speak of it, madame. I must go now, but I shall come 
back, — ^to finish my work." 

The young man heard everything with startling distinctness, and 
clothed each word with a meaning that was known only to him — ^and 
to this woman. Mademoiselle spoke lightly and with a bright and 
innocent smile, that seemed to Mrs. Grearing to match the pretty shower 
of compliments that fell from her lips. ^ 

^^ Royal, dear, see Mademoiselle to the hotel, and ask the head-waiter 
to reserve a chair at our table for you. Of course, mademoiselle, we 
shall expect you at our table also." 

" Thanks, madame. I shall be so honored. You tell me your son 
has been in Paris. I shall be glad to discuss with him the life in 
la beUe Paria.^' 

The young man managed to keep his wits about him, and, while 
not daring to trust himself to speak, escorted Mademoiselle to the door. 
The judge eyed him sharply as they came out on the piazza, and the 
young man turned his face away. Mademoiselle was profuse in her 
parting politeness, and then said calmly to the young man, — 

" You are very kind to go with me. I thank you. I am often 
timid. Some men one meets are so rude." 

He knew this was a command to accompany her and a veiled in- 
sinuation he dared not resent. He would have laughed at any other 
time at her wit, did it not sting, were it not so bitter. 

Mrs. Gearing stood gazing after them as they went along the walk. 

" Poor boy I He's far from well. I'm afraid the sea-air does not 
agree with him." 



• 
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^'Oh, he's all right, Maria. Fve been talking with him about 
money-matters, and JPniglad to see he shows a repentant spirit." 

"Yes, dear boy. Ele means to do right. It's a great pity he 
couldn't find some good sensible girl who would take care of him. If 
he were safely married he would be very happy." 

The declining sun touched with gold the fleecy sky, deepened the 

Surple on the sea, and lit up the olive-green pines behind the hotel with 
nil fire. The day was declining in peace. There was a sound of 
.music and the laughter of children on the air. To the young man it 
was all a mockery. He could not find words to express his anger and 
helplessness. 

" It is a pleasant evening, sir." 

"How md you follow me, Julie? How did you dare to come 
herer 

" Sir ! Whom do you address ?" ^ 

" What folly, Julie ! I could not recognize you before my mother." 

" Did I recognize you ? No. I am not r^y for that. It come 
later. Listen. After tea I walk on the beach towards that light-house. 
There will be few there, except the lovers, and they not mind us." 

" Meet you alone, Julie,— on the beach, after dark ?" 

"Why not? If any silly creatures of the hotel meet us I take 
your arm, and you say, * Gentlemen, my wife.' We come now to the 
hotel. You shall escort me to the mother's table in the supper-room. 
You shall entertain me. I am Mademoiselle Louise Bochet, — probes 
and habits,— of New York, late of Paris." 

X. 

" Told you Yardstickie knew La Rochet." 

" Looks like it." 

" Yes. Came in with her. Escorted her to seat. See him ?" 

" Yes. Talking friendly enough." 

" Beamish, my boy, we'll have lots fun yet." 

Just as she had said, he held his head high through it all. He 
entered the hotel talking lightly and pleasantly as to any handsome 
woman it was his duty to attend. He left her for a space, and then 
when she appeared in a ravishing and most expensive costume he led 
her to the dining-room without a tremor or sign of aught save perfect 
self-possession. As for La Hochet, she was all life, graciousness, and 
good-humor. He laughed at her wit, and in a certain way felt once 
more the charm of her presence. She was most cordial, and he felt it 
the wisest plan to accept the little pleasure of the moment and forget 
the night that was to come. 

" JBeamish, boy I lost !" 

"Yes. Gone." 

" Poor boy ! Yardstickie's good enough fellow — ^weak, though." 

" What do after supper ?" 

"Beach." 

" No good. Going to stay here. Make Royal present me." 

" He won't do it. Selfish 'bout such things." 
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" Pretty face. What will girl at light say ?" 

« What girl r 

" Haveir t you heard ?" 

" No. Royal gone again ?" 

" Yes. Come out after supper. Tell you 'bout her.'' 

" Done. Beach now ?" 

" Might's well." ^ 

Mrs. Judge Grearing was greatly pleased, on reaching the supper- 
room with her husband^ to find that her son looked so much better. 
He seemed to have made good progress in making the acquaintance of 
Mademoiselle Rochet, and was more amiable and talkative than usual. 
As for the judge, he had no special liking for Mademoiselle, and, while 
always attentive to his wife's guest, held her somewhat aloof, as if he 
either felt no interest in her or in some way did not approve of her. 
Finding on this particular occasion that the younger man was quite 
able to entertain her, he fell to speculating on what sort of woman 
she might be. She had come to their home purely on business, and 
had been taken up by his wife as a " discovery." He had oft;en heard 
his wife say that she " discovered Mademoiselle Rochet." Precisely 
what this meant he did not know. He did know, however, that the 
woman had spent weeks at a time in their house, and that the cost of 
clothing for his wife had in four months increased over fivefold. Now 
that they had come to the beach she had turned up again, and was living 
with them almost as one of the family. Who was she? Was she 
married or single? And who were her parents? He had very little 
confidence in the fact that she called herself Mademoiselle. It might 
be assumed for efiect, just as a worthy matron of six children may be 
Miss Smith or Miss Brown on the stage. Twice at the table he glanced 
at her and wondered if she was purposely putting forth all her powers 
of fascination on his son. She was certainly handsome, dangerously 
handsome, and the young man was evidently greatly pleased with his 
new acquaintance. 

As for the fond and foolish mother, she was charmed to find her 
son so much interested and entertained. 

" Poor boy ! He sadly needs to be cheered by some bright and 
pleasant woman, — ^though, of course, it would never do. I must warn 
poor Royal against thinking that a mere dress-maker, however well off 
or brilliant, would ever be a suitable person." 

This to herself, knowing nothing of all that passed between these 
two young people idly talking together in a hotel dining-room. 

For the young man the meeting was like walking on thin ice, all 
sparkle and glittw on the surface and with black cold water beneath. 
At any moment he might find himself sinking into unknown depths 
of despair, and yet he must go gayly on, over whatever dangers she 
might lead him. 

Three hours passed, and Mr. Royal Yardstickie pleaded a desire to 
smoke, and left the cottage and went out into the night. His mother 
remonstrated, and b^ged him to stay with her at home : she had not 
seen him for three weeks, and now on this first night he must go out to 
wander alone on the beach. He promised to return very soon, and 
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then went out towards the hotel. As he approached the brightlj-lighted 
building he left the plank walk and struck across the beach in the 
shadow of the music-stand. 

Would she be there ? No use to ask the question. He knew too 
well that she would keep her word. Should he meet her? Why not 
go back home and ignore her, refuse ever to meet her again? Why not 
turn aside and go another way down to the light-house? He could see 
its rays slowly sweeping the vast horizon with a pencil of light. If it 
could only be a beacon to guide him to peace and safety I There was a 

food woman. If he had met her first how different it might have been ! 
Tot knowing precisely what he would do, he again turned away from the 
waternside, and took another and more distant path towards the light- 
house. He did not actually think of calling on Mai Johnson, yet he 
felt a certain instinct to be near her^ just as a bird seeks a light in the 
night. 

Suddenly a soft voice spoke behind him. 

*^ Koyal — husband." 

"What do you want?" 

" Why do you walk so fast? I saw you turn aside. That is not 
your road. Come, let us go down by the water. It is quiet there.'' 

" Great heavens, Julie ! what do you mean to do ? What do you 
want of me ?" 

"Very little. Royal. Only justice — and your love, unless it is 
dead." 

" Don't you see this is very imprudent ? How did you manage to get 
to this country ? How did you fasten yourself on my mother ?" 

" I fasten to the mother ? No. It was she took me up. She dis- 
cover me, she say." 

" How did you get away from Paris ?" 

" My uncle die, Koyal, soon after you left me, — oh, it was so cruel 
in you I — ^my uncle in Rouen die, and leave me twenty thousand fi-ancs." 

" Twenty thousand francs ?" 

" Yes, in good money. I follow you, of course, with that. I set 
up a shop in the Fifth Avenue, and charge high. Oh ! these American 
women so foolish." 

" You always were a good dress-maker, Julie. It's all you are fit 
for." 

" So ! It pleases you to say that. I shall remember it." 

" What do you mean ?" 

" I mean you marry me, — ^you leave me, — I follow you. I quite 
rich now, for a dress-maker. You acknowledge me, and I give it all 
up. You refuse, and I go on making dresses, but I change my sign on 
the Fifth Avenue, — Mrs. Royal Yardstickie : Modes. The judge he 
dislike me. He will be so proud when he see my card. Ha ! ha ! I 
make no more dresses for the mother then. She discover me no more." 

" For heaven's sake, Julie, don't speak so loud ! There are people 
coming along the path now." 

" Your arm, Royal. I wrap my veil about me. None know me." 

She had taken his arm, and, ol:]6erving two persons approaching in 
the darkness, he did not dare to withdraw it. 
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" It is some silly creatures from the hotel. Let us move on and 
pass them/' 

" Evening, Royal." 

" Oh ! How are you, Beamish ?^ 

" Evening, Yardstickie.'^ 

" That you, Lamkid ? Fine night.'' 

Most unaccountably Mademoiselle's veil slipped just at this instant, 
and fell to the ground. She stooped to pick it up, but Mr. Beamish 
was too quickly gallant, and caught it and offered it to her. 

" Thank you. You are very kind." 

Instead of taking it and moving on, she withdrew her arm from 
Mr. Yardstickie's and calmly stood still and readjusted the truant veil 
over her head. 

" How very awkward ! Have you a pin, Mr. Yardstickie ?" 

Mr. Lamkid offered her a tiny cushion filled with pins. 

" Thank you, Mr.— Mr. '' 

" Mr. Lamkid, mademoiselle. Mademoiselle Rochet, Mr. Lamkid ; 
Mr. Beamish, mademoiselle." 

She bowed most gracefully to both, and the gentle young things 
bowed too, and mentally cursai the darkness that prevented a clearer 
view of La Rochet. 

" You go to the music, I presume?" said Mademoiselle, sweetly. 

" Ah, yes, we thought of it." 

" So sorry ! we are going to the light-house." 

A moment later they had parted, the tender young things greatly 
pleased at what they called an adventure, Mr. Royal Yardstickie in- 
censed beyond measure. 

" That stupid Lamkid ! He's just enough of a Molly to carry a 
pincushion." 

" I'm sure he was more polite than my husband." 

" The idiots will tell every one in the hotel that they met us." 

" They will say they met Mademoiselle Rochet and Mr. Yardstickie." 

" I believe, Julie, you dropped your veil on purpose." 

" I did. I wanted to see what you would do. You are not so 
pleasant as in Paris. Once you would spring to pick it up and tie it 
on with such ardor that you would disarrange my hair. It is well. I 
know now what I shall do." 
^" What will you do ?" 

" My friend, it depends on you. Acknowledge me as your wife, 
and all will be well. I shall drop the shop and be a good wife, — as 
good as an American wife. And the twenty thousand francs, — I have 
more than that now, for I do very well on the Fifth Avenue, — I keep 
them for you." 

" I can't, Julie. I cannot and will not." 

" You will not ?" 

"No." 

" Oh, Royal ! You cannot mean it ? After all you said in Paris !" 

"I don't care what I said. It's all over now. We were never 
really married." 

" Not married I Can you prove it ?" 
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" Can you prove that we were V^ 

To his amazement^ she sank upon the sand at his feet with a cry as 
of one who is grievously hurt. 

"I did not tell you. The ship I crossed in was wrecked. I 
escaped with only my life and one robe. My marriage-paper — ^what 
you call it — ^was in my trunk^ — ^lost/' 

" And the money too f^ 

^^ 0\ to think you say that now ! No : the money was sewed in 
my robe. I save that." 

He offered his hand as if to assist her. 

*^Can I help you, Mademoiselle Rochet?*' 

" No/' she cried. " I can help myself She rose quickly, shook 
the sand from her dress, and said, in a hard, constrained voice, — 

^^ Mademoiselle Bochet. I understand now/' 

Without another word she turned and walked slowly away in the 
darkness. 

For a moment the young man stood hesitating between two ways. 
Then he turned and walked slowly towards the light-house. 

He had chosen his path. 

Far out at sea a cold gray mist swept swiftly and silently towards 
the shore. 

The young man went on, not thinking of what was before him. 
Behind him in the darkness, stifling a sob of mingled grief and in- 
dignation, came another figure, closely veiled, and — K>llowing him. 

XI. 

The little path where they had parted wandered with many a curve 
over the sand towards the light-house. It was nearer the road and the 
woods than the more direct path along the shore, and it led through 
tall rank beach-grass and past clumps of wild vines and stunted shrubs. 
As it was seldom used, except by wandering lovers and children, it was 
not easily traced in the night. 

The young man had not gone many steps before he found he had 
strayed from the right path. As the light was in plain sight across the 
sands, he thought it easy to walk directly towards it and not mind the 
path. An instant later he tripped over some wild vine and fell heavily, 
tearing his hand on some hidden thorns. By the fragrance he knew he 
had touched some wild rose that had found a foothold in a little hollow 
in the sand. 

A wiser man would have looked about for the path. An imagina- 
tive man might have thought it an ill omen and turned back. Possessed 
of little wisdom, and having more superstition than fancy, he doggedly 
got up and went on directly towards the light. There was a slight swell 
in the sand just ahead, and as he mounted it he was surprised at the 
change that had come over the scene. A damp cold fog had suddenly 
come in from the sea. There was a yellow nimbus round the light- 
house tower. The level beam of light travelling slowly round the 
horizon seemed to be a gigantic sword turning every way against all 
who came near. The appearance of the light was so strange that 
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he paused to look at it. The silence was profound. He was wrapped 
in drifting mist, alone with that flaming sword of light wheeling in 
vast circles round the sky. 

Suddenly his nerves shook with absolute fear. Somewhere off to 
the left a dismal hooting came through the fog. A screech-owl in the 
woods gave its opinion of life and the worla. To the young man it 
seemed like the cry of a lost soul. Not enough of a woodsman to 
know what it might be, he thought it a human cry ; and it was only 
when he turned aside towards the shore that he b^an to think it might 
be some unknown wild creature in the forest. 

At that moment a solitary wave burst upon the shore with startling 
distinctness. He must be very near the beach. He must move cautiously, 
lest he fall over the low bluff by the shore. The water ran screaming 
back, and then he heard again the harsh hooting behind him. He paused 
to listen. It seemed more distant, as if the bird had moved away. He 
would waste no more time in fooUsh fears. It was only some wild 
creature straying down to the shore from the deeper woods in the centre 
of the island. 

The next instant he stepped upon something that moved, and in- 
stantly he sprang back in a little tremor of alarm. Something rustled 
in the grass. Drops of cold perspiration started on his face and hands. 
The unknown was terrible, and, though he had never seen a rattlesnake, 
, his guilty heart proclaimed one in the grass. He could not reason with 
himself how unlikely this was, or that it was some harmless snake 
innocently asleep in the beach-grass, or perhaps some still more in- 
nocent toad. 

Before he feirly recovered from this weak fright he was stunned with 
a deafening, roaring clang. It was the fog-bell at the light. Its mur- 
murous note rose and fell in tremulous waves of sound that seemed to 
chill his heart. To his surprise, he found he was close up to the white 
fence of the light-house grounds. The immense fog-bell had been started, 
and would boom and roar at intervals through the night. Again the 
surf roared in the darkness off to the right. 

The young man steadied himself against the damp picket fence and 
tried to laugh awiay his fears, but at that instant there was a hoarse cry 
in the air overhead. A wild goose sailed "honking'' through the 
darkness. To Royal Yardstickie it was an unearthly cry, — a frantic yell 
of despair. An instant later there was a crash of filing glass, and a 
bright light close beside him. 

A girlish voice, brave and confident, spoke : 

"Who's there?" 

" It's me. It's only me." 

The light came nearer, shedding a little globe of yellow light on the 
mist and half revealing a youthfiil figure in black. 

" Who is it ? What do you want here ?" 

" It's only Mr. Yardstickie, Miss Johnson." 

" Oh ! 1 thought it might be some tramp, or some one lost in the 
fog. I have just wound up the " 

A roaring clang from the bell cut short her speech. As the wavy 
humming sound died away, she finished : 
Vol. XXXIX.— 60 
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" — ^the f(^-bell. Some bird must have dashed into the light. I 
heard the glass break. Won't you come in ?" 

" Well, no, thank you, — not now. Fact is, I lost my way in the fog. 
I'll find the right path and go home.'' 

" Take the lantern. You'll need it." 

She drew near and held the lantern up to him over the fence. 
The light shone on her fece, but behind her there stood a gigantic 
shadow on the mist, — fantastic and threatening. 

" Why, how cold you look !" 

" I am a little chilly. It's all right. Thank you for the lantern. 
I'll go back now." 

" You'll excuse me, because I must go in and help father about the 
poor bird that tried to get at the light." 

" That you, Mai ?" said a voice in the darkness. 

"Yes, father. What is it?" 

" Got a fet goose. Killed itself ag'in' the light. Come help me 
fix the windy. HuUoo ! that you, Mr. xardstickie? Come and dine 
with us to-morrow,— wild goose and apple-sass. Come in, Mai, and 
help me. Good-night, Mr. xardstickie." 

The lantern in his hand seemed to rattle.* It was strange how his 
hand shook. By the aid of the tiny circle of light he followed the 
white fence towards the water. As he turned that way a cold wind 
blew in his face, and over the invisible water came a faint, blood-* 
chilling moan. His very heart stood still with terror. Then he re- 
membered the buoy, and tried to reassure himself and follow the 
fence till he should meet the path. Again the moan, — ^this time at his 
very feet. He started forward, and there, fallen on the wet grass beside 
the yellow boulder that he knew so well, lay a form in black. He 
held the lantern with a trembling hand over the prostrate figure. It 
moaned slightly, and he stooped and drew aside the black lace veil. It 
was Julie,— Julie La Favre, — his wife. 

Her fece was wet with mist or tears. Her hair lay in dark dis- 
ordered strands over her neck and shoulders, and her cloak had burst 
apart at her white throat. She opened her eyes and looked at him, 
and then closed them slowly and tried to turn away. Putting the lan- 
tern on the ground, he lifted her gently and placed her on the big 
yellow stone. She seemed to revive a little, and once more opened her 
eyes and tried to speak, but at that instant came the awful clang of the 
great bell over their heads. She closed her eyes and shivered. As the 
murmurous sound died away in ripples of tone, she put out her hand 
to him. 

"Help me, husband. Take me home. That bell is killing me. 
I was sitting here, waiting for you, when the fog came up, and then I 
didn't dare to move, till that awful bell struck. I heard that — ^that 

firl — come out and wind it up with horrid clankings. Why don't you 
elp me? Give me your arm. Take me home, husband; take me 
home." 

" I shall be glad to help you back to the hotel ^" 

" No, — ^to your home. It's safer there." 

" We can't now. Come, mademoiselle. You are cold and tired ^" 
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" Oh, I remember now. Yes, I saw you, — I aaw you talking with 
her. She knew you were coming to see her, and came oat to meet you 
with the lantern. I hate her !" 

" It is false, Julie." 

" Oh, I know ; I know. I have heard it all from those silly women 
while I fix their habits. She is stealing you from me. I've seen her 
pretty black eyes and her curly hair. I know her. I know what she 
is and where ^e came irom." 

" Take my arm, mademoiselle. Let us return to the hotel," 

She rose in silence and took his arm, and they both walked along 
the path through the darkness in a little moving circle of light like an 
island in a sea of gloom. 
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" You are right to move away. She might hear me. Ah I she 
will hear me — some day." 

" You must be very careful what you do. You might compromise 
U3 both. If my father knew, not a cent would I ever get I'd starve 
in the street." 

" And if the mother knew, she would discover me no more." 

Again the great bell clanged behind them. He felt her arm tremble 
at the sound. 

" Oh, Royal, husband, why must it be ? Take me home. I will 
love you again, — better than she can. We were so happy — in Paris." 

^e seemed quite cowed and broken In spirit, and for a moment or 
two he went on in silence, thinking bitterly of Paris and the past. 



920 T^^ WHISTLING BUOY. 

" We make a home in New York. I grgw rich very fast. None 
shall ever know. We have a little flat, as in Paris. I to my business 
go every day, you to your business, and we have our home, and— oh, 
Koyal, I send for him.'' 

" Send for whom ?" 

" You do not know ? Oh, husband ! it came — ^your son." 

She clung to him and weighed heavily on his arm. 

" It is in Paris, — ^with my sister ; you remember ? — Jeannette. It 
is like you. It has your mother's eyes. I weep at night that it does 
not sleep on my breast. Tell me to send for it. Why do you not speak ? 
Ah ! you have let Ml the lantern. It has gone out. Look ! What 
is that?" 

" It's nothing. Don't cling to me so. It's the light of the hotel 
shining through the mist. Hush ! you can hear the music. There 
must be a dance to-night." 

'^ You speak, of music and dance to me ! It is well ! I now under- 
stand. Come not with me. I go back to the hotel alone." 

She moved away, hesitated, came back and stood before him, plead- 
ing mutely. He turned away from her towards the sea. The drifting 
fog seemed to lift, and for an instant the sword of light from the tower 
swept over the wet grass between them. 

" I say no more. The tears are dried out of my eyes. I see what 
to do." 

And she was gone, — ^lost in the damp cold mist that again swept in 
from the sea and covered him as with a shroud. 



XII. 

Young Mr. Boyal Yardstickie had very little appetite for breakfast 
the next morning. He had come over to the hotel with the judge 
and his mother, with a feeling of apprehension. What would she 
do, how conduct herself, aft^er the meeting of the night before? A 
chair had been placed at the table for Mademoiselle Rochet, but she 
was unaccountably late. As soon as the meal was finished, Mrs. 
Gearing suggested that Boyal ascertain why she had not iappeared. 

^^ I hope she is not unwell. The work is in just such a state that 
I can do nothing more to the dress without her aid. Ask at the office, 
Royal, if she has been to breakfast." 

" Maria ! Why not let one of the servants do this ? Why should 
Royal be hunting up a stray dress-maker?" 

" I'm going past the office. I can inquire." 

He did. The result was somewhat unexpected. 

^^ Mademoiselle Rochet and her maid had breakfast at six o'clock, 
and took the first boat for New London." 

" Not gone to New York ?" 

" Yes, sir. Said she wished her trunks sent on by express to New 
York." 

" I should think she would have taken them with her." 

" Guess she's going abroad by to-morrow's steamer. She was asking 
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last night about the sailings. Quite welcome, sir. Sorry we can't give 
you more information." 

Seeing his mother coming from the dining-room, he decided to wait 
till she reached the cottage before telling her the news. The poor lady 
was dreadfully upset at the loss of her dress-maker. The unfinished 
Surah was put away in a trunk with lavender, and she put herself in 
bed with a headache. 

As for the young man, the experience of the night was like a bad 
dream. Just as the K)g had melted before the sunshine, so his fears had 
faded away. Julie, whom he regarded only as a burden and hinderance, 
had taken herself oflF, perhaps forever. The blond giant had sailed 
away, and would be gone a week or more. His luck had not de- 
serted him. He would have a little amusement for a few days in peace. 

In an hour or two Mrs. Judge Gearing felt more resigned. She 
thought perhaps a walk would do her good, and, after caremlly select- 
ing a suitable robe, she accepted her husband's invitation to visit the 
light-house. As they reached the yellow boulder at the stile, she 
seemed to take pleasure in the nearness of the water and the peace 
and beauty of the spot. 

" Let us go down there and sit on the rocks close to the water.'' 

There seemed to be no reason why they might not do this, and 
presently they had descended to the beach and were walking over the 
polished rocks below the sea-wall. The tide was low, and the wet 
rocks next the water were festooned with olive-green rock-weed. At 
one place there was a little hollow in the rocks filled with limpid sea- 
water and lined with white barnacles, — a microcosm of sea-life. The 
barnacles opened their double doors and thrust out white feathery 
fingers. A hermit crab tumbled over the limpets, and a rose-colored 
sea-anemone bloomed like a living pink chrysanthemum under the water. 

Mrs. Grearing was charmed, and would sit down on the rocks and 
gaze into this magic mirror of life. 

" I suppose it's safe ?'^ 

" Oh, perfectly, — if you sit still." 

" It's the most wonderful thin^ I ever saw. And the air is so de- 
licious here. See how pure and what a beautiful green the water is." 

" Yes. It must be pretty deep just there." 

For half an hour they sat in silence on the rocks, looking at the 
limpid pool beside them, and studying the drama of its life, for two 
hermit crabs, scarce an inch long, sidled about over the barnacles, touch- 
ing the anemone and making its pink petals shrink, and finally in- 
dulging in a fierce combat, that lasted at least two minutes. As time 
thus pleasantly passed, the moon drew all the sea after it, and lifted 
the wnole mass of the water nearer to their feet. 

The judee seemed silent and oppressed. The " sound of a voice 
that was still" seemed to linger round the place. There were restless 
movings in the sea, and once there was a splash of white foam on the 
rocks below. 

" The tide is rising. We cannot stay here much longer." 

" Oh, no ! Let me stay as long as possible. This delicious air and 
the smell of the sea is doing me good." 
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" Very well. You sit here a few minutes^ while I go up and see 
the old fellow at the light/' 

" You will not go lar V* 

" No : just a step or two. You sit perfectlj still till I return. I 
shall not be gone long.'' 

Seeing tbstt his wife was comfortable and safe^ he went back over 
the rocks to the end of the sea-wall. It was only instinct, — ^he felt it 
could be no more, — ^and yet it drew him by some strange attraction to 
the light-house. He would see to whom that voice wiui its touch of 
memory belonged. 

Captain Breeze Johnson was at home, at leisure, and ready to talk. 

Hardly had the judee disappeared when his wife heard light, firm 
footsteps behind her. She turned her head and saw a young girl stand- 
ing on the rocks not fiir away. Her dark, oval &ce, piercing black 
eyes, and wavy hair suggested some Southern blood, — Spanish, perhaps. 
She was plainly dressed, and seemed strong and vigorous. Some native 
girl from the village, apparently. 

" It's hardly safe to sit there, ma'am, with the tide rising." 

" Not safe ! Mercy ! Where is my husband ?" 

" Don't rise. There \ If you must get up, stand still till I come 
to you." 

The lady, somewhat startled at the girl's appearance and her warn- 
ing words, tried to rise, and, after some trouble with her voluminous 
skirts, managed to gain her feet. At that instant the green water rose 
swelling close besioe her, and the olive rock-weed floated and swayed 
with a dizzy motion. 

"Standstill Oh I" 

How it happened she did not know. The first sensation she felt 
was of intense cold, and then of vivid green light, and then darkness. 
Some one seized her, and then she forgot everything — till she awoke on 
a strange bed. 

A shout and a plunge startled the two men, and they ran round the 
little house towards the water. Breeze Johnson took a flying leap from 
the sea-wall and landed like a cat on the rocks below. 

"Hold her up, Mai! I'm comin'. Here! give me your hand. 
Let her go. I've got her. Scrabble out and lend a hand." 

Judge Gearing could not tell how he got down to the wet and slip- 
pery rocks. He was there in time to help the captain lift his wife 
fix)m the water, and then they took her gently to the little house and 
laid her on a bed. Behind them came a young girl calmly wringing 
the water from her clinging clothing. As they readied the chamber she 
said, — 

" She's all right, father. She's fainted,— out of fright. She wasn't 
in the water a quarter of a minute 'fore I had her head up and was 
striking out for the rocks. You telephone to the village for a wagon, 

and I'll fix her dress, and " 

" She is not dead, miss ?" 

" Of course not. She'll revive presently. Don't worry, sir. I'll 
take care of her. You go with father and huny up the wagon while 
I change some of her clotnes. Guess one of my dresses will nt her." 
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Judge Gearing recognized the truth of what the girl said. Her 
homely speech and evident skill, and confidence reassured him. He 
could see that it was only a faint, due to fright or the sudden &11^ and 
he slowly left the room, closing the door behind him. In the little hall 
he heard the voice of the old man calling through the telephone for ^^ a 
team to the light quicker nor lightnin'." 

He stepped out the open door and bared his head to the soft sweet 
air. 

Again ! Again the sea had nearly claimed another offering I His 
wife — ^the beloved of his youth — ^had long been asleep in the sea. What 
fate had tried to snatch again at his heart ? He heard voices through 
the open window of the little chamber. His wife had revived, — ^had 
come back. His wife ! Was she speaking again ? It was that voice, 
still all these years. It seemed as if the two wives spoke face to 
face. For a moment it seemed as if his heart would never move again. 
It had died in his breast. What irony of fate had given two voices, 
separated by years and by death, tones as like as those of two violins 
made by the same hand ? 

" It's all right, judge. Mai says the lady's revived and wants to go 
hum.'' 

" How can I ever thank you for all she did ?" 

^^ Mai ? Lor' ! That wasn't much. She can swim like a duck and 
dive like a flounder. I taught her to swim 'fore she was five years old. 
Sakes alive I if there ain't two barges comin' 'long the road and racin' 
to see which '11 get here first. I telephoned I'd give a half-dollar to 
the team that got here first. Mai ! Oh, I guess she ain't lookin' for 
any thanks. She only done her duty, — just as she done it before. 
Mai's a good jgirl, though she is my darter and I say it as shouldn't." 

The two barges drove up to the entrance of the light-house grounds 
in frantic haste. The Fairy Queen was clearly ahead, and won the 
captain's half-dollar. Judge Grearing put a bill in each driver's hand, 
and then they went in to bring me poor lady out She did not 
seem to require much help, and soon appeared at the door, clad in one 
of Mai Johnson's dresses. She was pale and nervous, but otherwise 
quite herself, and the judge, too thankful and happy to think of any- 
thing but her safety, assisted her into the big barge, and it was driven 
rapidly away towards the hotel. 

The news of the accident and rescue quickly spread, and when that 
evening the judge and his wife appeared in the hotel supper-room they 
were overwhelmed with congratulations. Young Mr. Royal Yardstickie 
heard of it also, and was extremely happy over his mother's rescue. 
It had done no harm beyond a fright and a wetting, and he thought he 
saw in the event something that would greatly contribute to his advan- 
tage. He knew that, of course, the judge would go over to the light 
with some kind of reward. If it could be arranged so that he could 
deliver the reward or convey to the girl some hint that he had assisted 
in getting it for her, she would receive him more kindly and be more 
friendly with him. That she would refuse any reward, particularly if 
it took the form of money, never entered his mind. 

He would find out first what the judge intended to do. On reach.- 
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ing the cottage after supper he found the judge and his mother in the 
little parlor. A lamp had been lighted, and on the table were writing- 
matenals. Just as he had guessed. The judge had been making out a 
check. 

" The girl was very brave, my dear, and I want very much she 
should be suitably rewarded. If I hadn't cut that piece of Surah I 
should give it to her. Of course it's out of the question to give her 
any of my dresses ; they would not fit her ; and I'm very glad you 
mean to take a check over to her. It ought to be as much as a hundred 
dollars." 

" I've made it a thousand, Maria." 

" Oh ! I'm not sure I'd do that. A thousand dollars is a good deal 
of money." 

Royal Yardstickie thought it was, — a good deal of money. 

" I'd make it five thousand, my dear, if I thought the girl would 
take it." 

" Oh, she'll take it ; I know she will, mother." 

" Why," said the judge, turning sharply on the young man, *' horw 
do you know ? You're acquainted with the family ?" 

" Well, yes. I've called there once or twice." 

" Oh, I'm so glad. Royal ! You can go over with us and introduce 
the girl to me. What kind of a girl is she, my son ?" 

" Oh, very pleasant sort of person,— quite unaffected and natural. 
Lived here all her life. She's the old man's only daughter, I hear." 

" We might as well go to-night, Maria. It is not a long walk, and 
I want to give the rewara to the girl with my own hands and to thank 
her personally for all she did for us." 

" Royal, you must go with us. I'm very anxious that the girl be 
presented to me. Come, let us go at once. Royal, dear, can I trouble 
you to carry a little bundle? It's the girl's dress ; and I dare say she 
will want to wear it to-morrow." 

Royal Yardstickie seldom carried bundles, — ^it was not good form, he 
said, — ^yet, under the circumstances, he would do it. The judge and his 
wife walked before, and the young man followed after at a little distance. 
His luck had returned. Julie fiad taken herself out of his way. He 
had shaken her off, and she had given up all claim to him almost with- 
out a struggle. Now he was to appear before the other girl in a new 
and more amiable light. The prospect seemed very pleasant, for he 
felt sure that the acquaintance aoout to be put on a recognized footing 
might be made to grow up to something better. In any event, he 
would be sure of a very pleasant time while he remained at the beach. 

Captain Breeze Johnson came to the door, candle in hand, and 
seemed somewhat surprised to see the party. 

" Come right in. Glad to see you. Evenin', Mr. Yardstickie. Come 
right in and make yourselves to hum. Sorry Mai's not to hum. Went 
to the village not more'n five minutes ago. Guess she'll be back 'fore 
long," 

The young man presented his mother to the captain, and she held 
out two fingers to him, but he took her two hands in his big brovm fist 
and shook them warmly. 
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" Powerful glad to see you, marm. Lor' ! 'twarn't nothin'. Mai'd 
done it for anybody. Don't speak of thanks. It wasn't a thing worth 
speakin^ of. Glad she was round to help you. Mai's handy in the 
water. I taught her to swim 'fore she was five years old." 

The judge began to regret the cheek in his pocket. It was plain 
that the old man would be deeply hurt at any suggestion of reward. 
More than likely the daughter would decid^ly refuse any money 
reward. If she was to be rewarded at all, it must be done in some 
more delicate and more acceptable way. 

" We are very sorry your daughter is not at home. We brought 
something for her that 1 trust she will accept. Judge, perhaps, as the 
girl is not here, you can give it, with my respects, to her father." 

" Now, marm, excuse me. Mai's not wantin' for anything. If it's 
a piece of calicker you have in that bundle, Mai couldn't take it." 

"Oh, that bundle is only her dress. Captain Johnson. It's your 
daughter's frock she loaned to me to wear home. What the judge 
brought to her is a piece of paper." 

This last she said with great meaning, but the old man either did 
not understand or pretended not to understand, for he said, — 

" Piece o' paper ? Oh ! mebby you mean a bill. Well, no ; Mai 
ain't wantin' anything just now." 

" iMy dear,'' said the judge, " the captain will, of course, excuse 
us if we ever thought of such a thing as offering a reward to his 
daughter. Still, we feel very grateful to her, and to you too, captain, 
and if there is any way in which we can show our gratitude we shall be 
glad to know it." 

Mr. Royal Yardstickie had been lost in thought for a moment or 
two, and he now went to his mother and spoke quietly to her. She 
seemed greatly pleased at what he said. 

" Excellent idea, my son. We'll do it." 

" What is it, Maria? What do you wish to do?" 

"Why, it seemed to me that, as we shall return to New York soon, 
it would be a very pleasant thing if we took Miss Johnson back with 
us for a little visit.'' 

" Capital ! Don't say a word, captain. We will not take no for an 
answer. Your daughter must travel with us for a week or two and 
then make us a visit in New York. I confess I'm tired of the beach. 
Suppose we take Miss Johnson to Saratoga with us to-morrow." 



xin. 

Mai Johnson came slowly back from the village along the shore- 
path. The night was calm and pleasant, and the tide was low. The 
level sands left bare by the retreating waters lay black under the quiet 
night, silent and expectant. The sea would come back, and the abun- 
dant life that dwelt there waited patiently for the waters that would 
bring food and shelter. In some vague fashion the night, the bare 
stretches of sand and piles of rocks festooned in rock-w^ dimly seen 
under the stars, oppressed her. There seemed to be a shadow spreading. 
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half seeiiy half felty over her yomig life, — a somethiDg advanoing fix)m 
the Unknown. 

A languid breeze stirred the salt grass by her path, and the air was 
fragrant with the breath of the sea. A wave broke over the low rocks 
somewhere on the edge of the shoals. The tide had turned. The 
waters were again advancing to cover the land. By some odd con- 
nection of ideas she remembered how the young flood crept over &e 
wet sands on the shoals. She had many a time, as a child, stood per- 
haps with bare little 1^ at the very verge of low tide and seen the 
first advancings of the flood, seen the water run with tiny fits and starts 
over the sand, gaining a little here and a little there, submerging a 
blanched shell and brimming a little pool where the green sea-lettuce 
waved its beautiful leaves in the limpid water. So it might be in her 
young life. It had been fair and calm, with youthful pleasures slowly 
melting into womanly joys without a thought of stress or trial. She 
had grown up with Sam. He had been as a brother to her, and now 
he was to be more than a brother. Even now she held in her hand 
a letter from him. She must hasten home and read it, and foi^t these 
dull forebodings born of the night and the tide. 

At the door she met her &ther. 

" Come in, Mai. More'n ordinary goin's on since you went away. 
That lady and the judge, her husband, have been here, and they are 
goin' home to New York and want you to go with them for a visit. 
The ladjT^s quite set on it ; and as for the judge, he wouldn't hear a 
word but you must go." 

" Go to New York, &ther ! How can I ? What would Sam say 
should he come home and find I had gone away?'' 

" I guess you could get back 'most as soon as he does. It would 
do you good, Mai. They are real nice folks, and were so set on your 
goin' that I said I guessed you'd go ; and they seemed real pleased 
about it." 

^^I've a letter from Sam. Let me read it and see when he is 
coming back. Why, he sent this ashore at Wood's HoU ! They are 
going as far east as Mount Desert, and then — ^yes, then they sail direct 
for New York." 

"I declare, Mai, it's comin' out just right. You go with the 
judge's folks, and when Sam gets to New York he can call and bring 
you hum." 

" Sam says it will be in about three weeks, if the wind is fiiir and 
there's not much fog." 

" Just 'bout the time you'd be thinkin' of comin' back. Never seen 
things work so slick. I'm real glad I told the judge you would go. 
He says they would like to start to-morrow afternoon." 

" I've never been to New York, father." 

"Do you good, Mai, to see something of the world. I can get 
along first-rate till vou come home. Mrs. Glass will run over every 
day and look after the house while you're away." 

The young girl sat for some time gazing intently at the little lamp 
on the table. It seemed as if sometlmig new had appeared in her life. 
A rising tide of curiosity, pleasure, and anticipation had crept into her 
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hearty stirring new thoughts and new desires, awakening new ambitions. 
Was this lonely spot of land all in the world to her? Were there not 
other things besides the homely duties of the light, the simple interests 
of the little village? Why should she not accept this chance to see the 
greater world of towns? Why should she not have something of the 
experience that other girls she had met had passed through? She had 
one short glimpse of city life years ago when she visited Providence. 
She saw and appreciated the advantages that women like Miss Boylston 
had enjoyed. Why were not such things for her? To her surprise, 
she found a new awakening in her own heart and mind, as if in some 
vague way she guessed she herself might be fitted for a wider and 
nobler life than that behind her. Why should she not accept this sud- 
den chance to see and do what other and more fortunate girls saw and 
did? Why not accept this gracious and well-meant kindness, this 
delicately-offered reward for the saving of this woman's life ? Why 
not— -except for love? 

The old man urged her to go. Her young nature prompted her to 
accept this unexpected pleasure. She would write a long letter to Sam 
and tell him to meet her in New York and bring her home. It was 
nearly midnight before she finished the letter, and then she left it un- 
sealed on the little table in her chamber. 

" I must ask them to-morrow where they live in New York, and 
then add it to the letter.'' 

She fell asleep happy with expectation, and in silence round the 
lonely house rose the resistless tide, covering again all the bared secrets 
of the sea. Not a ripple disturbed the water, and, save when a languid 
wave broke on the rocks, not a sound disturbed her dreams of the 
pleasures before her. 

Judge Gearing was very silent on his way back to the cottage. At 
the door he bade his wife and her son go in : he would take a little walk 
along the shore and do some thinking. He had had only a momentary 
glance at the face of this young girl who in some curious fashion spoke 
with his dead wife's voice. What strange repetition of nature was it 
that caused two voices to be so alike ? The feoe suggested nothing. 
He had only seen the girl in the excitement of the rescue, and there was 
nothing in it to suggest the least relation, except perhaps the color of 
the hair and eyes, between features and voice, — between the living and 
the dead. 

Would it be treason to his present wife to take this girl, whose 
every tone was such an echo '^ of a voice that was still," to his house, 
even for a visit? Would not the child continually remind him of the 
wound in his heart? No. She was a stranger, to whom they were all 
deeply indebted, and the mere accident of her voice would not draw 
him from the love and respect of the woman who was his wedded wife. 

As for young Mr. Royal Yardstickie, he was entirely contented with 
the events of the night. The girl was to go home with them for a visit 
of two or three weeks. In her presence he would every day find amuse- 
ment, and perhaps an incentive to a better life. 

" If I could marry a girl like that I'd be all right. Sorry the old 
man at the light wouldn't let her stay more than three weeks. It don't 
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matter much. I can do a good deal in that time, if I lay myself out 
to do it. Curse that Julie ! I'm glad she's taken herself off. It was 
all the little fool could do ; and I don't want to see her again as long 
as I live." 

Then he slept the sleep of the unjust, and was content — for the 
time. About the cottage also rose in stealth and silence the tide, hiding 
the black, blank spaces where crawl low, strange things bom among 
dank weeds and the bones of dead creatures. So in the young man's 
life rose the tide of selfishness, hiding the past. He was content, for- 
getting that planets turn and that there is an ebb to every flood. 

And the morrow was fair and calm, beautiful on sea and land. 

At two o'clock there was the usuaJ gathering to' see the afternoon 
boat for New London depart. Breeze Johnson was there with his 
daughter, surrounded by fnends and neighbors offering congratulations 
on Mai's heroic rescue and loud in praise of the judge for inviting her 
to visit his city home. Village rumor had it that Judge Gearing's city 
house was a palace on Fifth Avenue, rivalling in splendor the Stewart 
mansion. Tne barge Fairy Queen drove down with much wooden 
thunder over the planks of the wharf, and the judge and wife and son 
appeared. There were pleasant greetings, hurried hand-shakings as 
the bell of the boat rang for departure, and then Mai Johnson found 
herself alone with her new frienos on the boat, with her father on the 
dock, surrounded by the friends of her youth, slowly moving as it 
were away from her. There were fluttering handkerchiefs, even a 
parting cheer, and then, it seemed scarcely a moment later, the boat 
swept past the two-fathom buoy, black and silent on the sea. 

She saw the light, the olive-green woods, the white sand-hills, fading 
in the distance. She saw the water widening between the boat and the 
shore. If there was a tinge of regret it was dispelled by hope of 
speedy return. The judge had found comfortable seats for his wife and 
visitor on the upper decS:, and the trip seemed to open most pleasantly. 
The judge was quietly attentive to her every wish, and seemed to like 
being with her. His manner was respectful and yet cordial ; and his 
wife, in a different way, was even more gracious and pleasant. In a 
certain way Mai Johnson recognized that the judge was a gentleman 
and treated her as a lady, and that she could and did accept the im- 
plied compliment. It seemed, and she felt it with a little pang of 
remorse, as if in some way she were more like these new friends than 
like her father. She felt it would not be difficult to be a lady among 
ladies, — ^that she was a ladv, — quite as much a lady as this judge's wife, 
— and that she could hold her own in the society to which she was going. 

An hour passed quickly and pleasantly, and they began to approach 
Fisher's Island. The Connecticut shore tjame into plainer view. H*=a: 
new life of travel and pleasure was about to begin. They would prob- 
ably go direct to New York, and would reach there late that night or 
early the next morning. She had even begun to wonder whether they 
would go by rail or by boat, when she was somewhat startled at the 
approach of young Mr. Royal Yardstickie. Mrs. Gearing seemed to 
have quite forgotten what her dutiful son had said to her only the 
night before, and at once said to him, — 
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'* Where have you been^ my son ? You have quite neglected our 
guest^ Miss Johnson. Let me present you to her. MLss Johnson, this 
is my son Sroyal. Miss Mai Johnson, Royal. I shall expect you to 
be very attentive to her, for I owe my life to the brave girl." 

Mai hardly knew what to say, but had sufficient self-possession to 
greet the young man with formal poHteness, very much as if she had 
seen him before and was pleased to renew the acquaintance. 

" Why, you have met before?^' 

** Yes, mother. Before you came I used to call occasionally at the 
light-house. I am deeply interested in such things, and, naturally 
enough, I saw Miss Johnson several times, and learned to respect her 
greatly." 

" Dear me ! How very fortunate that was I You must do every- 
thing you can to make Miss Johnson's visit pleasant for her.'' 

Just here the judge said that, as they were approaching New Lon- 
don, he would go down and look after the baggage. It did not seem 
to enter the younger man's head that he might have offered to attend to 
this duty. He seldom did offer any assistance to the man whose bread 
he ate. His nature was not of that kind, for selfishness was its only 
guide. It would be pleasanter to stay with Mai Johnson ; and stay 
he did. 

" Oh," said Miss Johnson, abruptly, " I forgot my letter. I in- 
tended to have mailed it before we started." 

" Royal will attend to it when we land." 

^' Certainly I will Give it to me now, and I will see that it is put 
in the box before our train starts." 

" It's not sealed yet. I wanted to add your address in New York." 

"You can add it now. Here's a pencil. No. 69 West Thirty- 
Ninth Street. Sixty-nine — thirty-nine. Easy to remember, you see." 

Without a thought she added a few pencilled words to her love- 
letter, sealed it, and gave it to the young man. He took it, put it in 
his pocket, and assured her it should be deposited in a mail-box the 
moment they landed. 

Life turns on trifles. As the boat drew up to the dock at New 
London the young man went below, to be near the gangway and go 
ashore with the letter. He would show this girl every attention, and 
begin by doing this little duty for her. There were many people 
crowded about the edge of the boat, waiting for the gang-plank to be 
put out, and as he stood by the rail, looking at the men busy preparing 
for the landing, he took out the letter. 

"Just as I thought. It's for the blond giant. Love-letter, I dare 
say. What arrant nonsense! He's her brother. No. Can't be. 
Cousin, perhaps. The very, first day I saw her they behaved more 
like lovers than like brother and sister. I said at the time they were 
engaged. Well, I suppose I must deposit the letter and trust to luck. 
I'm on the ground, ana that's something in such an affair." 

The gang-plank was put in place, and with the crowd he pushed 
over it on his way to the station. Just as he stepped upon the bridge 
a man behind him fixing a rope struck his arm, and the letter slipp^ 
from his hand and fell into the water. To his dismay, it floated for an 
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instant^ and then went wavering down, fading into the dark-green 
water. The people behind pushed him gentty forward, and he was 
forced to move on towards the wharf. 

What should he do about it? Go back and tell the girl? That 
was the proper thing to do. There were many people coming ashore, 
and he was detained for a moment on the dock. 

He hesitated. Why do anything about it? Letters were some- 
times lost in the mails. It was so easy, so easy, and so mudi more 
pleasant, to do nothing. 

XIV. 

Mr. Manning's yacht touched at Provincetown, and then struck 
across Massachusetts Bay for Portland, Maine. The wind had been fair 
and the weather pleasant so far, and Mr. Manning was anxious to reach 
Mount Desert, and the boat cleared from Portland for Bar Harbor. 
Arrived here, fogs began to be frequent, and there was a decided change 
in the weather. 

At every port Skipper Johnson had gone ashore to the local post- 
office for letters, but had found none. 

At last the company on the yacht, becoming tired of the continued 
stormy weather, took advantage of the first pleasant day and started for 
New York by the way of Vineyard and Long Island Sounds. The 
skipper, anxious and troubled at the absence of news from home, de- 
cided to steer straight away for Cape Cod, and the company were more 
than pleased at the prospect of a run across open water. At night, when 
about thirty miles from the island, the barometer began to be despondent 
and low-spirited, — which, considering its mercurial temperament, seemed 
to suggest something ill-natured in the way of weather. The wind 
shifted to the northeast, and there were white-caps visible now and 
then through the darkness. The sun had gone down hiding its face 
behind a fan of gray clouds that stretched long feathery fingers across 
the sky from the southeast. The skipper and his men were not at all 
alarmed. The yacht was a good sea-boat, and, while it might be wet 
and uncomfortable before morning, there was little to fear. By morning 
the boat was staggering along unler jib and mainsail both prettjr closely 
reefed, and they were in the grip of a northeast storm. The wind was 
fair astern, and all was safe till they began to haul up to the land. The 
bent elbow of Cape Cod was a dangerous shore thrust far out into the 
open Atlantic, and beyond the cape, to the southwest, lay the shoals and 
intricate passage-ways into the Vineyard. They must either make 
Provincetown, or find their way into the Vineyard as best they could 
and make a port at Hyannis or Wood's HoU. They decided to adopt 
the latter course, and on the afl^ernoon of the next day they made out 
Chatham Light through the driving mist and rain, ana then cautiously 
felt their way round from light to light till Bishop and Clark's gray 
tower lay just ahead, and the laboring boat was turned to the north 
and ran in behind the breakwater at Hyannis Port and came to anchor 
among a fleet of schooners weather-bound by the storm. 

The next morning Mr. Manning and his skipper went ashore, and. 
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landing in the little yillige, made their way to the tel^raph-station. 
Mr. Manning telegraphed to New York, and Skipper Johnson to Wil- 
son's HoU, asking if all were well there. Within an hour both received 
answers. 

" My telegram tells me to come to New York as soon as convenient. 
How soon can we make it, Johnson V^ 

" Oh, twenty-five or thirty hours. They tell me Signal Service says 
it will come out strong from the nor'ard to-night." 

" All right. We'll sail as soon as you think it's safe." 

" Seems to be lightening up a little. I see some of the colliers are 
getting up anchor. Guess we can stand it if they can." 

The young man held his tel^ram tightly in his hand. He would 
sail for New York without an instant's delay. If the yacht could sail, 
she should sail now. 

His tel^ram perplexed him : 

" Mai gone to New York. Will meet you there." 

How and why should she go to New York? She could not go 
alone. She had no friends there. What did it all mean ? He would 
make that boat do her best. Without stopping to think how he might 
find Mai in New York, he would do his best to get there at all speed. 
He was troubled and perplexed, and perhaps despondent. It was a 
relief to work ; and work brought him nearer to her at every mile. By 
some mysterious instinct the crew seemed to understand that the skipper 
had some reason for wishing to urge the boat to her utmost. Usually 
they felt that there was no special reason for haste, and the best speed 
of the boat was seldom got out of her. Why take the trouble? They 
were not bound anywhere in particular, and the longer the voyage the 
better the net result in wages. The anchor came up quickly, sails ran up 
with wonderful speed, and, almost before the boat that nad brought skipper 
and owner to the yacht could be made secure on board, the long black 
breakwater was astern; The sky was still overcast, but the wind had 
shifted to northerly, and there was a long streak of clear sky to the 
westward. In an hour Martha's Vineyard loomed to the southwest 
and the mainland stretched away towards Wood's Holl, and the wide 
portal between opened to the west. With a wreath of foam at the bow 
and a boiling, bubbling wake astern, the yacht flew through the water 
towards the splendid portal, with love at the helm and hope for a 
compass. 

Unaccustomed to travel, and trusting entirely to her new friends, 
Mai Johnson paid no special attention to the direction they took. It 
was enough that she went with the party. A train was in waiting, and 
she was given a seat in a drawing-room car, and soon was upon the 
way, as she thought, to New York. The country was wholly new to 
her, and it soon grew dark, and she thought no more about it. The 
judge was attentive and seemed to like to talk with her. He was 
exceedingly well read, and it was a new delight to her to have such 
cordial relations with a mature and cultivated mind that opened to her 
such new and pleasant realms of thought. Even the younger man 
made himself agreeable, and she b^an to regret that she had treated him 
with such cool indifference when at the light She had evidently been 
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greatly mistaken in her first estimate of him^ and she would try to make 
amends by more kindness to him in the future. In a oouple of hours 
the train pulled past brightly-lighted streets and stopped in a low, 
gloomy, and rather dirty station. 

"What place is this?" 

" Providence, I think." 

" Providence ?" 

" Why, yes. You seem surprised." 

" I thought we were going direct to New York." 

" No : we will stay in Boston to-night, and in a day or two go on 
to the White Mountains, and then to Saratoga, and down the Hudson 
to New York. I want you to see a little of the country, and so I 
planned this trip for you. Would you not like to see the White Moan- 
tains?" 

" Why, yes. I never saw a mountain." 

" I'm very glad, as it will give me the pleasure of showine you 
some wonderful scenery and the added pleasure of seeing how much you 
will enjoy it." 

" Then we shall not reach New York for several days ?" 

" No, not for a week or ten days. Ah ! Boyal has ordered a little 
supper for us. Let me arrange the table for you." 

Already a shadow had come over her pleasure-trip. Sam would 
get her letta* and go to New York — ^and miss her. She would write 
that very night and tell him of the change in their pkns. 

One step taken, the next is easy. That night at eleven o'clock 
young Mr. Royal Yardstickie called at his mother's room at their 
hotel in Boston. 

"I'm glad you're up, mother. I've planned a little trip out to 
Cambridge for Miss Johnson to-morrow. They tell me it is the correct 
thing to do ; and, as the judge wishes to visit some of the courts, you 
and I and Miss Johnson might take a little drive." 

*' Very good idea, my son. I'm glad you are so thoughtful for the 
dear child. She's a fresh and charming ^rl, and she entertains me. 
We will all go to ride right after break&st. Oh, by the way, give 
these letters to the hall-boy. I've written to Mademoiselle Rochet to 
be ready to come to our house as soon as we return. The judge wishes 
her to make a complete set of robes for Miss Johnson. It's very 
thoughtful in the judge, because the girl's things are just a little, a very 
little, out of date." 

The young man took the letters and said he would go himself to 
the office with them. On his way down in the elevator he turned them 
over. There were two in Miss Johnson's handwriting, — one to her 
father, one to her lover. He would not leave them at the office : he 
would put them in a street-box. He walked along the brightly- 
lighted streets, looking for a mail-box. He passed two without seeing 
them. He was hesitating again, but with weaker will this time. 

Never before had the yacht made such a splendid run through the 
Sound. The wind held good, and they passed Execution Light and 
came through East River to the bay with a fair wind and a swift tide. 
The moment the yacht had come to anchor off the steamboat-landing 
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at Bay Ridge^ Skipper Johnson had out a boat, and he and the yacht's 
passengers were rowed ashore just in time to catch the boat for New 
York. Arrived there, the skipper took car for the post-office. 

" You are sure there is no letter for me ?'' he asked of the sleepy 
clerk. 

" Sure. None here." 

" There are no other places in town, — no branch offices ?" 

" Lots of 'em ; but you wouldn't find it at any of them unless it 
was so directed. All letters directed * city' would be here." 

It was too late to do anything now. Mai had not written here. 
Why, of course not. His letters were at the light. He must tele- 
graph. He found a telegraph-office, and with trembling fingers wrote 
a vague, uncertain message to his father. With rural ignorance and 
pride of heart, he would not let these heartless operators see how deeply 
he was hurt. 

By eight o'clock the next morning he was back in town from the 
boat, where he had spent a sleepless night, asking at the telegraph-office 
for a reply, and there was none. For three hours he wandered about 
the streets, waiting for word that came not. To think Mai was in this 
very city and he could not find her I At noon he returned to the yacht, 
and found this message from his father : 

" Don't know what you mean. Mai is in New York." 

How strangely stupid he had been ! He should have tel^raphed 
for her New York address. Back again to the city, for he did not 
think it advisable to telegraph from Bay B.idge, lest further confusion 
should arise. He telegraphed this time careless of who might, read, and 
found the message would cost nearly two dollars. He paid it ; for he 
b^udged a single word. He would wait in town for the answer, and 
it came in about five hours, — a bitter commentary, he thought, on the 
speed of the tel^raph : 

" Mai is with a Judge Grearing. No letters here from her." 

His pride was gone, and he boldly said to the young girl at the 
telegraph-office that he wished to find Judge (Jearing's, for a friend of 
his was staying there. 

" Directory on table, sir." 

How stupid in him ! He searched the big book with nervous haste, 
and then started up town by the elevated railroad. Never before had 
any railroad-train seemed so slow. He seemed to be hours in reaching 
Forty-Second Street, and then precious minutes were lost in finding the 
right number on Thirty-Ninth Street. It was so strange, almost heart- 
less, that people did not put the numbers on their doors where they 
could be seen. At last, by dint of counting the doors, he found the 
right number, and rang the bell. The house seemed dark and deserted, 
and the maid who opened the door did not unfasten the chain. 

" No, sir : no such person staying here. The family ? No, they 
are not at home. Where are they? White Mountains. Won't be 
home for two weeks or more." 

Discouraged, and alarmed at Mai's silence, he returned to the boat, 
only to find a note calling him back to the city. By three o'clock he 
was in his employer's office on Pearl Street. 
Vol. XXXIX.— 61 
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" Fact is, Johnson, business is booming. Must lay the yacht oflF 
for the present/^ 

It was all arranged in a few moments, checks drawn to pay off 
the crew and wind up the season afloat. Everything was done on a 
generous scale, wages paid for a month ahead, and tickets provided to 
take the men to their homes. Skipper Johnson was the last to leave, 
and it took two days to wind up all accounts and turn the boat and her 
stores over to a keeper. Every hour seemed a day ; and only when he 
was, at last, on the New London boat bound east did he feel at ease. 
At least he was going home : that was something. 

Recognizing that the delay in reaching New York would not be 
long, and that it had been kindly meant for her own pleasure, Mai 
Johnson put away all fears and gave herself up to the enjoyment of 
the hour. It was a new experience to have everything made so smooth 
and pleasant. All trouble was saved, it seemed to her. She did not 
have to think what should be prepared for breakfast, or even to look 
out of the window to see if it would be a good day for the wash to dry. 
The homely routine of her life seemed far behind her. Then, too, it 
was a new experience to receive such kindly attention at every step 
from one so much older and wiser than herself. She began to take 
great pleasure in the judge's society. His learning and wide experience 
stimulated her naturally active mind, and she found herself talking 
with him with a freedom and confidence that surprised herself. Evenr- 
where they went they met people of distinction, to many of whom she 
was presented by the judge much as a father might present a daughter. 

With new pleasures offered to her every hour, and constant change 
of scene, the days flew quickly, and a week had passed almost before 
she noted it. Still they were among the mountains, and another week 
passed before they reached Saratoga. Mrs. Grearing was an industrious 
letter-writer, and had every day one or more letters which she intrusted 
to her sou to put in the mails. So it happened that, without attracting 
the slightest attention, young Mr. Yardstickie mailed Mai's letters also. 
She wrote frequently, directing all to Wilson's HoU, knowing that, if 
Sam had not yet returned, her father would send them to him. By 
the third week she began to be impatient to get to New York. There 
must be many letters waiting there for her, and yet she did not like to 
ask to be taken there. The judge seemed to be enjoying the trip greatly, 
and she was unwilling to ask him to shorten it on her account. 

At last the day came for the trip dovm the Hudson. It was a 
beautiful day, and the voyage was a wonder and delight, and yet she 
envied Mr. Yardstickie, who went on in advance in one of the trains 
that flew along the shore. At last the boat reached town, and in half 
an hour the family were at home. 

Not a letter there. 

Skipper Johnson was a changed man. Every one in the village 
had remarked on his silence, his indifference to the ordinary interests 
of the sea and shore, since he had come home. The old light-keeper 
was also changed. He sat long in. gloomy silence in his big chair by 
the door, and the clock called in vain to duty. He even forgot to 
light the lantern one night till ten minutes past the appointed tame. 
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Far out on the horizon lay a light-ship. On this ship the light-keeper 
observed the delay at Hedgefence, and made a note of it in his log- 
book. Twice every day young Sam Johnson went to the little post- 
of&oe for letters, and there were none. Day by day his spirit was bent 
with grief and indignation. At last it broke, — broke under four lines 
in a newspaper. 

The newspaper had come by mail directed in a strange hand. He 
had opened it carelessly. It was one of those journals whose typog- 
raphy is a mosaic of little paragraphs. He had never seen a paper of 
its kind, and hardly knew what to make of it. Reading a few of 
the paragraphs, he found they were all personal in their character, 
describing the movements or doings of this or that more or less un- 
known person. While no single paragraph was marked to attract 
attention, he guessed that in some way it might give him a hint of 
Mai's absence and silence. He b^an to read it through systematically, 
reading every paragraph, beginning at the top of the first column on 
the first page. On the second page he found something : 

"Judge Gearing and wife, with Miss Johnson, who is travelling 
with them, are at the Profile House. Miss Johnson is a proUgie of 
Judge Gearing, and is very greatly admired. Mr. Royal Yardstickie 
is also of the party, and rumor has it that there may be congratulations 
in a certain direction soon.'' 

Unfamiliar with the peculiar English of such journals, he saw 
nothing in this except the fact that the Miss Johnson must be Mai, and 
that she was still at this hotel, wherever it might be. He read two 
columns more, and then the paper suddenly fell from his nervelesi^ 
grasp. His head bowed upon his breast in the silence of a broken 
heart. The little clock ticked , loudly in the darkening room, for the 
night was drawing near. After a while the elder man came in, listless, 
sore at heart, and forgetful of all save of the one grief that had invaded 
the house. He paus^ in surprise at seeing his son, but, observing the 
newspaper on the floor, he picked it up. There were spots upon it as 
if wet, and near one stain he read these words : 

" Among the engagements on the tapis is that of Mr. R. Yardstickie 
to Miss Johnson, late of Wilson's Holl." 

" What shall you do, Sam ?" 

The young man with an effort roused himself, but did not look up. 

" I shall do nothing, — except go to work. Work's the only cure. 
I go a-fishing — to-morrow." 

Unconsciously this young soul in its trial repeated the saint's words, 
" I go a-fishing." He looked to labor and to the sea — ^he looked to 
duty — for tlie cure that work and nature alone can give. 

" You're right, my boy. She ain't my darter, — never was nor never 
will be. Let her go." 

Just at that instant the clock struck, and the old man with a start 
opened the door and ran up the iron stairs to his duty in the lantern. 

The captain of the light-ship made another entry in his log-book. 
Being a man of narrow and selfish mind, he copied, that night, two 
items from the log-book, and the next day rowed ashore and sent a 
letter to the Light-House Board at Washington. Thus it is a trifle is 
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like a pebble thrown in calm water or a sudden note on still air: it 
spreads in a ring-like wave, widening and widening, till, lost to sight 
or ear, it breaks on distant shores in vast disaster. 

XV. 

The steamer was already six days from Queenstown. The Grand 
Banks were far behind, and the southern corner of Cape Cod lay be- 
yond the horizon to the north of west. Four months had passed since 
Mai Johnson had left the shelter of Hedgefence Light. She sat in a 
steamer-chair on deck, wrapped in a seal-skin cloak, — a changed and 
yet an unhappy woman. Everything the world considered good had 
been bestowed upon her, all the advantages of wealth, travel, beautiful 
apparel, personal ease and comfort, and, more strange than all, the love 
of a man who wished to stand to her as a father. She had been to 
London and Paris, and was coming home. Coming home ! — ^to a new 
home which she had already b^un to love, — a home filled with all that 
heart could wish, — ^a home. in New York, with this kind, wise^. already 
dear old man who insisted on being her father. Why should he not 
be her father? Her real father was as completely unknown as her 
dead mother. Her other father, at the light, had abandoned her, — 
had never written to her since she went away. 

The voyage had been delayed by storms, and this was the first 
pleasant morning on deck. Many faces she had not seen before ap- 

ired from below, and there were evident signs of approaching land, 
'he brilliant sky, the soft warm air, and the smooth water told of the 
A^nerican coast,— dear land just under the rim of blue where that low 
strip of fog lay like a bar of soft silver on the horizon. It was a 
perfect Indian summer morning in young November. 

Just then the captain of the steamer passed leisurely along the deck, 
bowed politely to her, and remarked pleasantly upon the weatiber. This 
was indeed an attention, and she sat up and asked him where the ship 
might be. He seemed quite willing to talk to this apparently rich ana 
certainly handsome American, and, drawing a stray stool nearer her 
chair, sat down by her side. 

^^ We are crossing the Georges Banks. It is the bank that gives 
this green color to the water." 

"The Georges. Oh, I remember. My — my brother used to go 
fishing on the Georges." 

He seemed somewhat surprised, and she added, — 

" I once lived on this coast. I suppose we shall look for a Sandy 
Hook pilot to-morrow." 

" We have been on the lookout for one since daylight." 

"I remember — ^IVe heard my — I mean Fve heard that they are 
very enteqirising in searching for European steamers, and go as far east 
as Montauk, or even farther." 

" Yes, miss, I have picked them up four hundred miles east of 
Sandy Hook. I am in hopes we shall sight one soon, before we run 
into fog, for otherwise we may not find one till we are close up to llie 
Highlands." 
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" It's rather unusual to have fogs this time of year, is it not?*' 

'* Well, we look for clear and colder weather now, but still there are 
fogs at all times. They are the greatest trouble we have in approaching 
this coast.'' 

*^ I suppose so. You have to run slow." 

" No : we usually drive right ahead. It's too expensive to run slow, 
unless we are very near the coast or are doubtful of our position." 

" Is not there great danger of collision ?" 

"Yes, — for the other boats: I mean the fishermen. We do not 
always hear their little horns, and are close upon them so quickly it is 
often too late to save them. The steamers we do not fear, as they can 
make themselves heard. It is the fishermen that are in danger." 

The fishermen ! And the man who was once her lover and who had 
so cruelly a\)andoned her was a fisherman, on these very banks. He 
might be even now, in some boat with other men whom she had known 
as boys add school-mates, just beyond that white bar of mist. Should 
the mist spread its gray veil wider over the sea they too might be in 
deadly peril from the very ship on which she sailed in such comfort and 
luxury. 

The captain had the sense to see that in some way he had started a 
melancholy train of thought in the fair American's mind, and with a few 
commonplace remarks he withdrew to his duty and the bridge. 

In spite of herself, a tear rolled down her cheek, and she drew her 
veil and lay back in the chair to think, — ^perhaps to mourn for the dead 
past. Home lay oS there over the blue water. The very sea was 
home, — so near, and yet so far away, — so easy to reach in a good 
schooner across this very water, and yet so difficult. Was he still mere 
— ^her father? And Sam? He did love her once. Did he love ter 
now ? No, it could not be. He had surrendered her to these friends 
without a word or a sign. And these new jfriends, — ^this new father, — 
were they not already dear to her? She knew not why, but she had 
come to love the judge as if he were indeed her own fiither. 

Thinking much of these things, she sat there for some time bathed 
in the salt, familiar air, warmed by the old home-like sun of her youth. 
She recalled the warm yellow stone at the stile where, as a child, she 
had sat on April days in the warm sunshine, watching the restless sea. 
Thinking much of these things, she did not notice that many people 
were coming up from the stuffy, ill-smelling saloons to breathe the pure 
air on deck, till two women passed her whom she had not seen before. 
Both were closely veiled, and were talking in French. One, evidently 
the maid, helped the other to a steamer-chair and wrapped her snugly 
in abundant robes, then left her to rest or sleep in the open air. 

"Some poor traveller who. has been confined to her room so &r. 
A stranger, too, going perhaps to America — dear America ! how I love 
it now ! — for the first time." 

The lady had hardly been settled by her maid in the chair before 
Mai saw the judge approaching. 

** He's coming to talk wim me again. What can I say to him ? 
what can I say?" 

" It's a lovely morning, Mai, and our little pleasure-trip is coming 
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to an end. We shall be at home very soon, and can settle down for the 
winter." 

He took everything for granted, seemed to think she would accept 
his home and be for years his guest. What could she say or do ? She 
could not go home. They had cast her off there,-7had let her go for 
weeks and months without a word or a sign, not even answering her 
letters appealing to them to tell her why they had so changed, so cruelly 
abandoned her. She knew of no way in which she could earn a living 
for herself, and, besides, if she could, this new father would never 
consent to it. 

He let her rest in her chair in silence for a few moments, guessing, 
perhaps, something of what passed in her mind. He had already asked 
her to become his daughter, to accept his protection and care, and she 
had, while accepting his hospitality, held back her consent to become 
permanently a guest in his home. It was now a good time to have it 
settled, that they might fully understand each other before they returned 
to his home. 

" I know of what you are thinking, my child. Naturally, your 
thoughts turn to your old home at the light. Only the fact that Cap- 
tain Johnson was not really your father could possibly excuse his 
n^lect of you." 

" Who is my father?" she exclaimed, passionately. 

" I do not know ; but, if you will consent, I should like to have 
you for my daughter." 

He had taken the seat by her side, and spoke quietly, yet she felt 
sure he was deeply in earnest. 

"Why? You do not know who I am. Nobody knows. You 
forget that I am without name, parentage, or country." 

" What do you mean ? Captain Johnson said he adopted you. I 
supposed that he meant you were the child of some friend or neighbor." 

" Oh, no, no ! Did he never tell you ?" 

"Tell me what?" 

" Where and how he found me." 

" No. Tell me about it." 

" I came from the sea/^ 

" From the sea ?" 

" Yes, yes, — from a wreck, — from an unknown ship on which 
every soul was lost save an infant abandoned in the ship's cabin." 

" And you were that child ?" 

" Yes. The men from the beach found me at the last moment, just 
as the ship was breaking to pieces. The captain was the first to find 
me, and I fell to him by right of discovery." 

The judge had risen, and stood looking down upon her with a 
strange, half-anxious, half-hopeful expression on his face. 

" Is this true ?" 

" Yes, sir : it is true." 

" And did no one know where the ship came from or where she 
was bound ?" 

" No. The wreck lay with the stem to the sea, and was so broken 
up when I was rescued that it was not safe to row round it through 
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the surf and find its name. It was frightful weather, and the only 
wonder is that I survived that night. Even now I sometimes start in 
my sleep, dreaming of that dreadful roar of the sea that stormed round 
my cradle.'' 

" That came so near being your grave." 

" Yes, sir. That is the pity oi it. If I only could have died 
with the others,— with my father, who was perhaps captain of the ship," 

" No ; that could not be. He would not have left you to perish. 
You must have been a passenger." 

" I have thought oi that. The ship's company tried to get ashore, 
and were all lost," 

" Do you mean to say they left you on the ship to die ?" 

" So I was told. And do you wonder that I hesitate to accept all 
you offer ? Who am I ? Where is my native land ? Some . day — 
some day I shall know, I feel sure of it, and then some one — I know 
not whom — I sometimes dread to know — may claim me." 

" And were there no women among the ship's people ?" 

" Not one. Nor were there any children found among the dead." 

" Your mother may have died on the voyage." 

" I have thought that must be so. There is no other explanation. 
She was a passenger, and died and was buried at sea, and I, being only 
an infant, was forgotten in the selfish haste of the others to save them- 
selves." 

" Mai, you should have told me of this before." 

" I thought you knew." 

And then a great fear seemed to enter her heart, and she sat up and 
motioned him to come nearer. He sat down again, and gently took 
one of her hands in both of his. 

" What is it, my child ?" 

"You will not think ill of me? You will not send me away? I 
could never go back now, — afi«r they have been so cruel. I remember 
now, there is something more." 

" Something more ?^' 

" Yes. He — ^the captain — never told me, but I remember hearing, 
when a girl in the village, that, as the village gossip said, * Captain 
Johnson never did right not to let on all about that wreck.' I never 
asked him. If he thought best not to tell me, it was not for me, who 
owed him so much, — ^my home, my life, — to ask him." 

" Do you think he knew the ship's name ?" 

" No* Nobody knew that." 

"My child, let us think no more about it There are certain 
reasons why I wish to have you near me as long as you live, to stay 
always in my home. I, too, have a sad memory of the sea." 

He let fall her hands, and, rising, went to the ship's side and looked 
off over the water. She knew that he had lost the wife of his youth. 
Perhaps something that she had said had brought back some memory 
of her. Trying to recall all that she had said, she wondered if it 
would be right or proper to ask him more about his dead wife. He 
must have loved her dearly and have lost her under some distressing 
circumstances in some way connected with the sea. Thinking of these 
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things^ she waited patientlj till he should return. Then she would ask 
him what were the reasons that led him to offer so much. 

At that moment she saw Mrs. Grearing approach from the door of 
the saloon and advance along the deck towards them. As she came 
nearer she passed the veiled ladj^ who had sat during all this time just 
where the maid had placed her. The strange ladj seemed suddenly to 
be awake, for she rose abruptly and spoke to the judge's wife. That 
lady seemed to recoenizie her, and both shook hands and spoke cordially 
W then came neLr. iDkincUvely Mai threw aside l^r wraps an^ 
stood up. 

" Judge," said Mrs. Gearing, " congratulate me ! I have rediscov- 
ered Mademoiselle Rochet." 

"Ah, mademoiselle, this is a surprise! Where did you come 
from ?. Glad to see you." 

" Thank you, sir. I have been very ill. I come aboard at the last 
minute, and go to my room and stay there in great trouble till to-day. 
The voyage is terrible." 

" Miaa Johnson, Mademoiselle Bochet. Miss Johnson is travelling 
with us. Mademoiselle Rochet, Mai." 

The woman had come nearer, and now stood regarding her with 
black, piercing eyes, and for some reason her heart seemed to beat fiist 
and her knees trembled. 

" What is the matter, Mai ?" said the judge. " Are you ill ? 

" No, sir. It is the fog. Fm cold. Perhaps I'd better go to my 
room." 

Almost uiiperceived, the silveiy mist on the horizon had spread over 
the sea, blotting the sun from sight and changing the sea from blue to 
cold gray. At that instant the deep booming note of the ship's whistle 
startled her. The sound seemed to recall tne sounds of her youth, to 
suggest danger near. It rang in her ears like a hoarse cry from a wreck. 
It was a warning to— to fishermen on the sea. 

" Let me escort you down-stairs, Mai. Take my arm. Why, my 
child, you are trembling with the cold." 

" Yes. Take me away. Take me away." 

" It has grown very cold. It will be safer for you below." 

" Thank you, sir. Yes, — ^much safer." 

XVI. 

" You must excuse the judge, mademoiselle. He has taken a great 
&ncy to this Miss Johnson and invited her to travel with us. He 
loo]^ upon her almost as his own daughter." 

Mademoiselle Rochet lifted her eyebrows as if a trifle surprised, 
and Mrs. Gearing felt a touch of resentment. Why should this dress- 
maker be surprised at anything they, the Gearings, did ? Was not her 
husband judge of the Supreme Court? Was not their social position 
in New York of the best ? What was it to her that they had invited 
a young girl to travel with them ? 

Mademoiselle Rochet had the sense to see that she had gone a step 
too &r, and hastened to make amends : 
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''My dear madame, I mean no offence. I remember seeing the 
youne lady at the light-house at that place — ^last summer — ^what you 
call the place?" 

"At Wilson's HoUr 

'' Yes. It was there I saw her^ at her Other's house^ at the light- 
house." 

" Why, certainly. Didn't you hear ? It is cold here. Come down 
to my state-room, and I'll tell you all about it." 

Mademoiselle would be charmed to hear more, and for half an hour 
sat on a stool in Mrs. Gearing's state-room while that worthy lady, who 
had taken possession of the lounge, related in full detail the accident, 
and the rescue, and all that had happened since. Mademoiselle heard 
it with only appreciative comments, as if it were a tale of merely pass- 
ing interest. 

" And now the judge wish to make her his daughter ?" 

" Yes. The girl does not seem to care to go back to her friends, 
for she does not write to them, nor have they written to her for a long 
time. I don't understand why ; and I am sometimes afraid she had 
some trouble at home that she is trying to forget." 

" And your son, Mr. Yardstickie, — ^he is pleased at the prospect of 
so charming a lady in the fiunily ?" 

She said this with a little laugh, in the most natural way possible. 

'^Oh, Royal! Yes, dear boy. He seems to like Miss Johnson 
greatly, and goes everywhere with her." 

"Indeed!" 

" Yes. They are, of course, very much thrown together, particu- 
larly on board ship. If the judge should decide to adopt her and make 
her his daughter it might be a good thing for Royal. I must say, she 
is a good girl, and under my guidance is rapidly becoming quite a lady. 
She has had a very good influence over the dear boy already; and 
then, too, he owes his mother's life to her, which, of course, makes 
him very grateful to her." 

" He could not marry her ?" 

" Well, no, perhaps not, — ^not now." 

" He certainly could not, madame. Do you not know her parent- 
age?" 

"Why, I think she is the adopted daughter of the light-house 
keeper. I have never asked who her parents really were. I think 
they are both dead." 

" It will be very fortunate if they are." 

"Why, what do you mean, mademoiselle?" 

" Ah, well, in France it might not matter. In America it makes a 
great difference who they are. Americans are sometimes so strange." 

" What can you mean ? What do you know about the girl ?'' 

"Nothing, madame; only what I hear in the little place — this 
Wilson's HoU where we were last summer. You should warn your 
son, madame, lest he be greatly disappointed some day. It would be 
a great misfortune if he marry her. You will believe me if I tell you 
as a friend your son cannot marry this Miss Johnson." 

" Perhaps he never thought of it." 
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" They are much together," 

The poor lady sat up on the lounge, terrified and yet thankfiil. 

" I can never thank you enough, my dear mademoiselle. I do not 
know what it is, but I shall warn dear Royal at once. This comes 
of bestowing favors on unknown upstarts without parents or name. I 
hope the girl is innocent herself, whatever her father may have done.'' 

" Oh, her parents were respectable : nothing that I hear is against 
their characters." 

" What do you mean, then ?" 

" Listen. The child came from a wreck, — a ship on which there 
were — it was before your great civil war — some slaves from Savannah." 

" And the girl was the daughter of one of these ?" 

" Yes. Fm sure of it. I nad it from the young man who lived at 
the light-house." 

"You astonish me, mademoiselle. It must be quite true. No 
doubt these people knew perfectly well to what race the girl belonged, 
and were quite willing to throw her off upon us. This comes of show- 
ing too much gratitude. We should have paid the girl a few dollars 
for saving my life and let her alone. I am deeply grateful to you for 
telling me in time. Dear Royal shall instantly break off all attentions 
to the wretched hussy, and the moment we land the judge shall dismiss 
her from our house. A colored girl, indeed ! I wonder I didn't think 
of it before. She is certainly veiy dark, and shows her race plainly." 

At that instant there was a knock at the door. 

" Who is it ?" said Mrs. Gearing. 

"It is only me," replied her son, with refreshing disregard of 
grammar. 

"Wait a moment. Royal, dear. I'm busy now. Mademoiselle 
Rochet is here." 

" Mademoiselle Rochet !" 

" Yes. Didn't you know she was on board ? She's been confined 
to her room till to-day. And Jloyal, dear, please ask our steward to 
set a plate for Mademoiselle at our table at lunch. And Royal, dear, 
one thing more. Please find your fiither and send him to me." 

It was fortunate for the young man that the door was closed be- 
tween him and the two women. If they had seen the look of mingled 
surprise, anger, and alarm upon his fiice, they might not have gone on, 
as they did immediately after, chatting carelessly of robes and habits 
and the latest modes. 

Fortunately for the young man, he was quite alone in the narrow 

Cige-way outside the state-room. She had come back. She had 
to Paris, — ^was on her way to New York, — with his own mother, 
— on the same ship. The voyage was nearly at an end. Something 
must be done at once to get rid of this woman who so completely 
blocked his way. She had come back, too, just when he had, after 
some fearful risks, nearly reached his prize. She had come back just 
as he had learned that the prize was of far greater value than he had 
ever dreamed. Only that morning, in a talk with his step-father on 
deck, the " Governor," as he called him, had said he intended to settle 
fifty thousand dollars on Mki Johnson when she came of age. He 
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wrenched open the round light at the end of the little passage and 
let the damp fog drift in and cool his hot' face. He must recover 
himself before meeting people in the saloon or on deck. Presently he 
felt stronger, and went out to the saloon and found their steward. It 
would be useless to oppose his mother, and if Julie insisted on sitting 
at their table he must submit and say nothii^. 

His next step was to look about and find his step-father. Knowing 
that he sometimes sat in Mai's room, he knocked at her door. The 
judge himself opened the door. 

" What is it. Royal ?" 

•* Mother wishes to see you, sir, in her room." 




"WHO 18 IT?" SAID 



" Tell her, please, I am busy with Mai. I'll come presently." 

The young man saw through the partly-opened door Mai seated by 
the berth and evidently in tears. 

" What's up now T' said the young man, as he walked back towards 
his mother's room. " Governor closeted with Mai, and Mai crying. 
Wonder what she's been doing. She can't know anything about Julie. 
Cut her up, of course, if she did know. Dare say the girl's b^inning 
to love me. I've run risks enough for her, anyway : however, nothing 
succeeds like success, and all's iair in love and war. I'll settle that 
Julie before we get ashore, and then for Mai." 

The judge closed the door upon his unworthy son with a sigh. If 
only this y6ung man to whom he had become a second father were like 
this strange girl to whom he would so gladly be a Either I 
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As he turned again towards her and sat down by her side^ she said^ 
slowly, — 

" I thank you, sir, for telling me. I^m sure I fed for your great 
loss. It must have been sad for you to have her die in a foreign land 
among strangers. I wish I had known where she was buried. I 
would have gone to the place with flowers.'^ 

^^ We do not know where she is buried. In her last sickness she 
tried to reach home, and sailed from Havre ; but the ship was never 
heard of after it left port. You see, her father's illness called her 
home to Madrid, where they lived, and where my wife was bom, and 
where I met her. He lingered on for weeks, and she stayed with him 
for six months. Then when he died she was taken ill, and it was then 
she tried to come back to me in New York. We were young then, 
and very poor, and it was for that reason she came hy sailing-vessel. 
A friend of her father's — an English sea-captain— offered her a free 
passage home, and she accepted the offer — ^and never arrived." 

" And was there no woman with her?" 

*' Only the captain's wife." 

^' And my voice is like hers ?" 

"Yes, my child; that is the reason I wish you to become my 
daughter. Your every tone, every syllable, is like my dead wife s 
voice. Sometimes, when I hear you speak in another room, I think 
my wife must be there, and I long to go to her, and do, — only to find 
you." 

" It is strange, — very strange." 

« Then, too,f ^ur si^ular Iscovery on this unknown ship seems to 
draw you nearer to me. The sea took my dead, and it gives me you. 
I do not know who your parents were. It does not matter ^" 

He paused abruptly. 

The ship had stopped. The sound of the engine had ceased, and 
then came that strange, awesome silence that may mean so much at sea. 

" Is there danger, sir?" 

" No, I think not. It may be only a Sandy Hook pilot coming 
aboard." 

It is one of the curious features of life at sea that whether in 
sickness or in health, in joy or in sorrow, all on board move on to new 
horizons. Unresting the ship sails on, regardless whether the expected 
land be a land of promise or a grave. So there is besides the iole life 
of the saloon another life on board, of work and business. 

For hours those whose business it was to sail and guide the ship, 
and who regarded the expected port merely as a starting-place for an- 
other voyage, had been looking for a change in the monotony of their 
daily work. The pilot would bring a new face on board, or perhaps 
renew old friendships. He would bring news of the land, — of events 
at home or abroad. The drifting fog lifted occasionally and gave a 
wider outlook over the water, and eyes on deck and bridge were strained 
to catch sight of the familiar schooner showing great figures on her 
mainsail. 

Silly and empty minds, not having thought enough of their own to 
keep them from mental fermentation, also kept a sharp lookout for the 
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pilot-schooner. With the weakness of vacant minds, certain creatores 
in the smoking-room had laid wagers on the number of the pilot-boat, 
and among these, naturally enough, was young Mr. Royal Yardstickie. 
Not being able to earn money, he tried to win it on haphazard chances, 
— ^thinking, like his kind, that money won on bets was rightfully his, 
and not, as it is, a theft under a politer name. 

Suddenly there came over the smooth gray water a horn-like note. 
The steamer's big whistle spoke in reply, and then the horn spoke 
again. The few passengers on the wet decks peered through the mist, 
but could see nothing. The ship's people seemed to understand better 
what lay ahead, for the engine stopped, and the ship ploughed silently 
ahead, slower and slower, and then stopped. Again there was a curious 
conversation between horn and whistle, and then a long silence. At 
last it came, — ^the sound of oars through the mist, — ^and slowly a 
shadowy row-boat came out of the fog and presently lay beside the 
vast black mass of the steamer. A rope ladder rattled down the ship's 
side, and then an elderly man with bronz^d hands clasping the rounds 
of the ladder came nimbly up to the deck, and the row-boat, with one 
man on board, drifted off into the fog. A number of young men 
crowded round the gangway to catch a sight of the pilot. The ship's 
captain stood by the ladder, and several sailors. were near, so that flie 

Eassengers were able to see the pilot, yet had no chance to speak to 
im. They wished very much to do so, as the mist had shut out the 
pilot-boat and hidden the black figures on her sails. The only way to 
get at the number of the schooner would be to ask the pilot. The 
captain knew this, and at once spoke to the pilot, bidding him welcome 
with mingled surprise and pleasure and at once leading him away to 
the bridge. 

One among the passengers stood apart and saw the pilot arrive. 
The instant his brown and smiling face appeared above the rail the 
passenger turned quickly away, as if not wishing to be seen. The 
ship resumed its way, and the passenger felt in its movement the 
approach of fate. His luck had turned. He had trusted too much in 
it, and humiliation and disgrace were at hand. He did not know it 
positively, yet he felt sure of it. He took out a little note-book and 
counted up his bets. Fifty pounds, — ^twenty more than he could 
control. His faith in his luck had led him into this; and now Julie 
was on the same ship, and the man whom he had so deeply wronged, 
by some bewildering turn of the whirligig of time, was to guide the 
ship into port. Of course if luck had turned in one direction it had 
turned in all. He must pay his debts of honor — foolish twisting of 
words — before they landed, or be branded as a man without honor by 
the honorable denizens of the smoking-room. So far, none of them 
knew the number of the pilot-boat. If the number could not be obtained 
the debt would be declared off, — ^as if an honest debt could be declared 
*^ off" in any sense. He, for one, would certainly make no effort to find 
out the schooner's number, for he felt sure it would go against him. 

There would be many hours before the services of the pilot would 
be needed, and, as the bridge was wet with mist, the captain of the 
steamer invited his pilot to his chart-room behind the wheel-room. 
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^^ Come right in^ captain, and make yourself at home. I declare, 
I was never more smprised and delighted in my life. Mast be six 
years since you used to take us in and out at Sandy Hook. Sit 
down and tell me all about it. What brought you back to piloting? 
All the family well at home ? Let me see, you had a boy and a girl 
then. Quite grown up by this time, I suppose." 

The elderly pilot seemed to be pleased at the hearty welcome 
accorded him, and, opening his big jacket, sat down in an arm-chair, 
put his feet against the radiator, and made himself comfortable in the 
native American manner. 

" Cur'us, Captain Floyd, — most cur'us thing I ever seen. Very 
first trip out I make I run afoul o' you. Folks to hum well ? Guess 
you had a girl 'n' a boy or two. Spect they're pretty spry by this time. 
Been well 'long back ? Got first-rate ship, haven't you ?" 

" Yes, fine ship, but a powerful eater of coal. I'm senior captain 
of the fleet now. Captain Rutherford died, and Captain Perkins 
resigned." 

" Sho ! Some changes on the line. Youngsters comin' up." 

" Yes, there have been a good many promotions lately. Good thing, 
too. Give the youngsters a chance. Tell me about yourself, captain. 
What brought you back to piloting? Thought you had a snug berth 
at some light." 

" So I did. I was 'p'inted keeper o' Hedgefence Light. Things 
kinder went ag'in' me last summer, and I quit, and went back and got 
a place on my old boat at Sandy Hook. Couldn't live at the light any 
more after what happened : 'sides, some feller made a fuss at Washings 
ton 'cause I kinder forgot to light up just to a minute one night." 

" Indeed ! What was the matter ?" 

" Trouble with my girl." 

The old man fell into a revery, and Captain Floyd wisely let him 
alone for a few minutes. At last the pilot seemed to think it best to 
tell this old seafaring friend all that was in his heart. 

" I don't mind tellin' you 'bout it, captain. Cur'us case, anyway, 
and mebby I shall feel better and get at the rights o' things if I 
tell you. I ain't said a word to a soul since it happened." 

" Out with it, old friend. I'll help you, if I can ; and if I cannot, 
at least you shall have my sympathy. Has the girl done wrong?" 

" Well, yes, and no. It wam't really her doin's. I don't know 
who was to blame, though I never could see why she didn't say a word 
since she went away. . Can't be the folks she's with wouldn't let her. 
Guess they don't know anything about it. The hull thing is just a 
snarl, and I got upsot thinkin' 'bout it, and so lost my place, kinder 
forgettin' the light a-worryin' over the girl and my boy. Sam, too, 
was all broke up, and took to fishin'. Dare say he's on these banks 
now somewhere on a boat from the Holl." 

The old pilot was, when " upon a yam," as he expressed it, reckless 
of words, and more than an hour passed before he completed the tale 
of his broken home and ruined hopes. Meanwhile, below in the fetid 
atmosphere of the smoking-room Mr. Royal Yardstickie was meeting 
the first reverse in the change of his ^^luck." There had been a 
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vigorous discussion among the holders of the so-called debts of honor 
as to what should be done. They had met the pilot-boat, but no one 
knew her number. By the common consent of greedy minds, all who 
still had faith in their own personal " luck," an informal meeting had 
been called to consider the momentous question as to how the money 
in the several pockets should be redistributed in order to make some 
poorer and others richer according to the silly laws of " honor." 

Young Mr. Royal Yardstickie attended the meeting, but took no 
part in the unseemly wrangle. He selfishly bided his time, hoping 
that some one would suggest that the wager be declared off. He would 
not make a motion to that effect himself, unless it seemed positively 
necessary. They wrangled thus over nothing for some time, and then 
he ventured to speak : 

" Gentlemen, as we do not know the number of the boat, it seems 
to me the best way would be to declare all bets off." 

A howl of indignation and derision greeted this speech, and in- 
stantly a dozen suggestions were made, which, as they were all made at 
once, were quite unheard. Finally a big fellow, evidently an Ameri- 
can, settled matters in the usual manner by calling the unruly meeting 
to order and asking that a committee be elected to take the whole 
matter in charge and see if the number of the boat could not be ascer- 
tained from the pilot. This was received with enthusiasm, and in five 
minutes Mr. Royal Yardstickie found himself chairman of a committee 
of three appointed to interview the pilot. 

In the chart-room overhead sat the two old seafaring friends. Cap- 
tain Breeze Johnson sat with his head resting upon his hands and his 
thin gray hair streaming over his bronzed and knotted fingers. His 
friend Captain Floyd stood beside him, with one hand on his pilot's 
shoulder, expressing more sympathy by the touch of his hand than by 
his words. The story had made a deep impression on him, though he 
confessed he could not understand it all. 

At that moment there was a knock, and a sailor put his head in the 
door to say that three passengers wished to see the pilot. 

" They want to know if you have New York papers, I suppose. 
Shall I let them in T 

" In a minute. Wait till I get the bearings o' things a bit. There ! 
I feel better now. Let 'em come in," 

The honorable committee from the smoking-room entered. The 
first, who seemed to be the leader, shrunk back abashed at sight of 
the pilot and had not a word to say. As for the pilot, he seemed to 
shake himself as a lion about to spring upon its prey. His blue eyes 
flashed, and his big hands were doubled up as if to strike. Captain 
Floyd, without in the least knowing what it meant, but quickly guess- 
ing the real errand of the honorable committee, stepped before them 
and said, quickly, — 

" Gentlemen, I suppose you have come to ask the number of the 
pilot-boat." 

One of the committee admitted that was their errand. 

" Well, gentlemen. Captain Johnson is an ofiBcer on my ship, and as 
the captain I forbid you to speak to him. You may settle your gam- 
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bling debts as best you can, but you shall not use my officers in any such 
contemptible business. Jack, show those persons out/' 

The sailor, with a grin, held the door open, and they slunk away, 
one, at least, thankful to escape unharmed from the room. As the door 
closed upon them the pilot broke out in a terrible oath : 

" That is the man ! He tricked me out of my girl, — ^a-beggin' his 
folks to invite her to travel with 'em, and then keepin' her away from 
me. Keep me on the bridge, captain, keep me on the bridge, day and 
night, for I might 'danger my own soul if I had a chance to lay my 
hands on his mis'able carkis." 

XVII. 

Captain Floyd recognized that if ,the pilot's story were true — and 
the abject fear of the young man on the gamblers' committee seemed 
to corroborate it — ^it was quite possible the girl herself was on board 
the ship. Calling a steward, he ordered lunch to be served to Cap- 
tain Johnson in the chart-room. 

*' I have ordered your lunch here, captain, because I do not suppose 
you care to meet that young person in the saloon." 

" No, captain, I don't want to meet him again. I might do some- 
thing I should regret 's long as I live. Much obliged to you, I'm sure. 
I'll take a bite here, and then go on the bridge awhile. Mebby the fog 
will lift by and by and we can get a notion where we be." 

*^Do you know where your boat was when the fog came on?" 

" Exactly. 'Bout twenty miles south o' Nantucket." 

"You are sure?" 

" Sartin as if the light was In plain sight. If the fog lifts to'rds 
dark we ought to make Montauk ; and then the course is easy to the 
Highlands." 

The captain left his pilot contented over a generous lunch, and then 
went down to the saloon. The passengers were assembling for the 
mid-day lunch, and, taking his seat at the head of the long table in the 
centre, he called the head steward and asked him to bring: the passenccer- 
list The man brought a printed slip of paper, and thi cap^b^ 
to examine it with some interest. 

" Smith, Smiley, Telford, O'Connor, Madame Potard,— odd name : 
some Frenchwoman, — Gearing, Judge Grearing and wife, Miss John- 
son ^" 

He read the name with a start It was just as he expected ; and 
yet the name gave him a sense of amazement mingled with exultation. 
If this should be his old friend's daughter he would restore her to him 
and make them both happy. No doubt there was some misunderstand- 
ing, and with a little tact he would clear it up and do both a good turn. 
There were twenty hours left, — ample time for such an afifair. Calling 
the steward again, he asked him quietly who this person might be, at 
the same time pointing silently at Miss Johnson's name on the printed 
list. 

" That person ? Oh, she's sitting yonder, sir. Third table, next the 
old gentleman. I believe he's a judge, though vou'd never know it, 
seeing these American judges don't wear no wigs." 
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" Judge Gearing, isn't it ?" 

"Yes, sir; that's the name, Perkins was telling me he's a lib- 
eral sort o' feller, and that girl ain't his daughter, but some potege 
a-travelling with him," 

"Potege is good, Simpkins. That's all. Much obliged. Yes; 
give me a little aoup first." 

While waiting the steward's return, he glanced round the saloon to 
see if the young committee-man had appeared. He was not to be seen 
anywhere. Just as the soup arrived, a most singular scene took place 
at the third table. The girl and her elderly companion were quietly 
talking together in the pleasantest manner possible, when two ladies 
entered the saloon and came along the aisle as if to find seats. A 
steward offered two chairs directly opposite the old gentleman whom 
the captain began mentally to call " the judge." One of these ladies 
was evidently a young Frenchwoman, and was dressed with unusual 
splendor for shipboard. 

" Madame Potard, I dare say," remarked the captain to himself. 
"Ah!" 

Well might he be surprised ; for the instant the young girl caught 
sight of the Frenchwoman she rose and left the table, going out at the 
door where the two ladies had entered. The girl's movements evidently 
created some excitement among the party, but it was instantly suppressed, 
and the two ladies sat down as if nothing had happened. The judge 
rose, as if to go out, but seemed to think better of it, and resumed his 
seat. 

" There is more in this business than appears on the surface. I 
must look into the matter before I take any steps." 

" Steward." This aloud to the servant. 

" Yes, sir." ^ 

"Go up-stairs and tell Captain Johnson — ^he's the pilot — ^not to 
leave the room till I come up. Tell him I want to see him." 

Just then he saw the committee-man enter by another door and 
calmly sit by the two ladies, speaking pleasantly to both of them as if 
on the best of terms. No further evidence was needed. By one of 
the strange meetings that are so common in travel, and that show how 
small the world really is, father and daughter were both on the same 
ship and quite unknown to each other. He would bring them together 
when he was sure of his ground. He would do it very soon, sending 
a servant for Miss Johnson and calling her to his own saloon on 
the hurricane-deck and then putting her in the old man's arms. All 
would be forgiven, with blessings on himself for playing the kindly 
Providence in the affair. It gave his salted old heart a glow of fresh 
satisfaction to think of the meeting. Let him first find out who this 
other woman was, and then for a happy meeting, — ^tears, blessings, 
imd a little private supper in the chart-room. 

The lunch was soon finished, and then Mrs. Glaring took her 
husband's arm and said, — 

" My dear, come to my room for a little while. I want to talk to 
you." 

" No : I wish to see Mai. I fear she is ill." 
Vol. XXXIX.— 62 
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" It is of Miss Johnson I wish to speak. I have made a most 
alarming discovery. Come to my room. I must tell you all about it 
at once/' 

" All right, Maria. You can only speak good of her. There, I'll 
shut the door. Now, what is it?" 

Though the door of the little room was closed, Mrs. Grearing seemed 
to be fearful lest some one hear her, and spoke in a tragic whisper. 

*^ We have made a fearful mistake, my dear. We should have paid 
that girl a few dollars and let her go." 

" She saved your life, Maria. It was your own suggestion that we 
take her with us ; and a very good suggestion it was." 

" You think so because you don't know what she is or where she 
came from," 

" That is true ; but I have great hopes that some day I shall find 
out. The only wonder is to me that her friends never took the trouble 
to find out the name of the ship on which she was found." 

" Her friends, indeed ! They were very glad to throw the girl off 
on us. They knew well enough what she was. I can easily under- 
stand why they never write to her. They are only too glad to be rid 
of her." 

" What do you mean, Maria ?" 

" I mean she is the child of a former slave in Savannah, — white 
father, perhaps, but negro mother." 

" It is simple nonsense, my dear." 

" Look at ner black hair, her black eyes and dark skin." 

" May she not be Cuban — or Spanish ?" 

His wife turned upon him quickly. There was a peculiar expres- 
sion of mingled hope and anxiety in his fiice, and she said, after a 
pause, — 

" You can't think that ?" 

" No : I only begin to hope. That is all." 

" It is wholly improbable, my dear. Besides, I have it from the 
best authority that the girl is of African descent, and therefore quite 
unfit to stay with us. She must be sent away the moment we land. I 
shall never consent to open the house to a single guest while she remains 
in it. I should die of mortification." 

"Any guest who entered my house unwilling to recognize my 
adopted daughter would be shown the door. What authority have you 
for these insinuations ?" 

" I make no insinuations. I only tell you the truth." 

" Who is your authority ?" 

Mrs. Grearinff, shallow and narrow-minded woman that she was, 
recognized that her husband was an upright and honorable man, judge 
among men, and one who would be master of his household. Being 
weak and shifty, she evaded the Question. 

" I had it from one who had it from the people who lived at the 
light." 

"Who is it r 

"Why, how persistent you are, my dearl It was Mademoiselle 
Rochet who told me." 
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** Mademoiselle Rochet !" 

"Yes. Didn't you see how the girl behaved when she met her? 
On deck this morning she was confused and frightened ; and now at 
lunch she refused to sit with her at table." 

" There's nothing surprising in that. Mademoiselle is not the person 
whose society I should seek. Singular she should be crossing the ocean 
and her name not on the list of passengers !" 

" She told me about that herself when I first met her this morning. 
She arrived on board just at the last moment^ too late to be entered on 
the list.'' 

The judge made no reply, but rose and touched the electric bell. 

" Mercy, judge ! Why do you call a servant?" 

" I'll show you presently. What is the number of Mademoiselle's 
state-room ?" 

" I think it is 69. Yes, it is 69. I asked her, so that I could call 
her by and by to look at one of my dresses." 

At this instant there was a Imock at the door, and a steward ap- 
peared. 

" John, will you please find out from the head steward who occupies 
No. 69 ? I think we have an old acquaintance in that room, but we 
are not sure of the name." 

The man withdrew, and for a moment or two neither said a word, 
each busy with their own thoughts. Presently the man returned, and 
said, — 

" Simpkins says he thinks it is a Madame Potard. The lady's been 
quite ill all the way, the stewardess says. Only left her room for the 
first time to-day." 

" Thank you, John. Sorry to hear the lady has been ill. We shall 
call on her." 

Mrs. Gearing had nothing to say. The discovery of the duplicity 
of her petted dress-maker mortified her beyond expression. She had 
taken the woman to her home and almost to her heart, and now she was 
travelling under an assumed name. Might not Madame Potard be her 
real name? Might she not be some dreadful creature with a French 
husband and French babies ? 

" Your witness, my dear, has no standing in court" 

" I'll never speak to the upstart creature again." 

"Who?— Mai?" 

" No ; this Potard. A married woman, too, and dining with us, 
and Royal so attentive to her !" 

" Glad to hear it, my love. The Petard's prices have always been a 
source of wonder to me." 

^^ And the creature was as polite and pleasant to Boyal as if she had 
known him for years." 

" Dare say she has." 

" What do you mean ?" 

" Oh, nothing : only a little circumstance I recall that took place 
last summer at the Holl. Remember that night Royal eame home? 
You sent him to escort this Mademoiselle Rochet-Potard to her hotel. 
I happened to take a little turn that night on the beach, about nine 
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o'clock^ and I chanced upon them both arm in arm^ and I heard him 
call her by still another name." 

"What was it?'' 

" Oh, only * Julie/ Struck me as rather familiar ; but I passed on 
in the darkness, thinking perhaps I had been mistaken. Still, taken in 
connection with the evident fact that they had made wonderful prog- 
ress in getting acquainted, it seemed, to say the least, just a little odd. 
The world is very small, my love. This Madame Potard may have 
been Royal's landlady when he was boarding in Paris, — or his wash- 
lady : who knows ? It's a queer world ; and the longer I live the less 
am I surprised at anything.'^ 

Quite unconsciously to the good woman, the judge had led her mind 
away from Mai Johnson, and he now left her to her own meditations. 
Closing the door softly behind him, he walked along the passage-way 
towards Mai's state-room. 

What motive had this woman in making such an accusation? 
Did Mai know her? What relation did this woman with an aliaa 
bear to his step-son ? 

These questions were disquieting. He must settle them at once. 

Through all these events the screw churned up the water, and the 
ship sailed west towards the inevitable. The fog still hung thick 
over the water, and the men at the bows had twice signalled to the 
bridge that danger lay ahead, and twice the steamer turned aside and 
vague shadowy forms of fishing-boats drifted past in the mist. 

Very few passengers ventured out of the saloons. Only here and 
there a rubber-clad passenger braved the cold, raw wind and the wet 
decks and murky air. Among: these, one man, in an absurd ulster 
dragging bis heek after the nlnner of the feminine-looking footmen 
at the doors of Fifth Avenue carriages, slowly paced the deck, silent 
and bitter with himself and all the world. His luck had turned. The 
smoking-room bets were declared off, — ^that was something, — ^but at what 
a fearful cost ! He had saved his money and met the one man in the 
world whom he held in mortal dread, — on shipboard, too, and an officer 
of the ship, in whose hand all their lives were held, — shut up on a ship 
with a man who he felt sure in his cowardly little soul would not hesi- 
tate to thiow him into the sea. The situation was more horrible than 
any he had read in the wildest French novel. That nothing of the 
kind could happen never entered his head. His mind was completely 
unstrung by terror and remorse. At any moment his wife Julie might 
come upon deck and insist upon her rights. He felt sure she had gone 
to Paris and was now returning to New York for no purpose except 
to establish in some way her position as his wife. 

He walked to and fro on the deck, not far from the bows. It was 
not the best place, but since he came up from the saloon the pilot, dressed 
in oilcloth the color of old gold, had come out upon the bridge, and he 
dared not now pass under the bridge to reach a pleasanter part of the 
deck. Nor did he dare to go below and pass through the saloon, for 
he must in so doing pass his wife's state-room door, and he dared nol 
meet her alone. He was practically in a trap, and he must keep to 
the farther end^ nearest the bow, and stay there till chilled to the none 
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in the bitter wind and searching fo^. Seeing a man at the extreme end 
of the bows standing like an old-gold statue and dripping at every angle, 
he went towards him and stood at the rail, looking down at the curling 
foam above the ship's forefoot. 

How swiftly the enormous mass swept through the water ! — ^nearer 
and yet nearer, every second, to the land, — to exposure and misery. 
Even as he stood there the ship was a mile nearer her port, a mile 
nearer to his disgrace. 

Suddenly there came over the gray water a feint moan. 

The oilcloth-clad figure beside him started and leaned forward, as if 
to listen. Again that moan, — far away, blood-chilling in its mystery. 
To the young man it seemed the despairing cry of some lost soul. 

Again it spoke. To his fevered imagination it was as the cry of a 
child perishing of n^lect, — ^the moan of starvation, misery, and despair. 
His heart seemed to freeze, and he slipped on the wet deck and fell 
down, a limp mass, by the rail. The yellow mariner kicked him aside 
with an oath, and shouted some strange words backward towards the 
affrighted sailors on deck and officers on the bridge. 

Below, the big bell clanged, and the engineers sprang up and with 
tremendous efforts pulled at the valves, that the mighty engine stop, 
lest all be lost. An instant's silence in the engin^room, and then the 
bell clanged twice. Reverse ! reverse, for dear life ! The ponderous 
link motion strained under the stress of the small engine that puffed 
and roared to force it over. It was done, and then through the mighty 
cylinders rushed again the insistent steam. Every eccentric turned to 
guide the power in a new direction, and the whole awful force of the 
engine, two thousand horses straining as one frantic beast, was bent to 
resist ih& terrific momentum of the ship, lest disaster overwhelm all. 

The ship shook in the sea, and every heart on board seemed to stop 
with chilling suspense. 

On the bridge the captain stood with blanched face, expectant, 
resolute, fearful, yet confident in his immense machine. His heart 
seemed to keep time with the revolutions of the straining screw. 

She slowed — stopped. 

By his side stood his pilot, confounded with alarm and astonishment. 

" Thought you said, Johnson, we were twenty miles south of Nan- 
tucket ; and here we are right on the land." 

" I dunno ! I give it up. I must be breakin' all up. Lemme get 
down. I'll never take tiller again. I don't know what it means. I 
don't know where we be. Hark ! What's that ?" 

" It's the buoy. We have passed to starboard of it." 

^^ No. Listen. It's a fish-horn." 

A number of passengers had come out of the saloon and were talk- 
ing loudly on the deck. * 

" Keep quiet below." 

The people meekly obeyed, and then through the awesome still- 
ness of a steamer at rest at sea there came a faint note over the water 
throng the blinding mist, then anpther note on the other side. 

^* Why, we've run into a fleet o' boats ! Call 'em, captain." 

No need to suggest this^ for the captain had his hand on the rope. 
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and the great whistle roared in short, blatant notes. A moment later 
the safetj-valve moved, and the dull roar of escaping steam drowned 
all other sounds. 

" That's signal enough. The fishermen will know we have stopped, 
and will oome aboard. Mr. Ruthers, see that soundings are taken at 
once, and keep your men on the lookout for boats.'' 

The oflScer addressed went down to the deck and prepared to take 
soundings. More passengers came on deck, looking white and scared, 
and talking together in whispers. Presently the boilers were relieved, 
and the escaping steam stopped. Then through the silence came the 
sound of oars. 

XVIII. 

Some people are like a camera : they see only what is directly before 
them, without r^ard to its focus, and the dry plates they call their 
minds are capable only of reporting one &ct at a time. Mademoiselle 
recognized that Mai Johnson was in a sense her rival. She saw 
through the device her husband had used to bring the girl into his 
mother's family that he might win her for himself. That he had no 
moral right to do this she felt sure ; that he had no legal right she 
hoped to prove the moment they reached New York. On board ship she 
had no legal rights, — at least, she could not prove them, — and, enraged 
at what she considered an affront put upon her by the girl, she went 
directly to the one wish that was uppermost in her heated brain. She 
would be revenged on the woman who had lured away her husband. 
She had already stabbed her through the judge's wife. She would 
attack the girl herself, let the consequences be what they might. 

The judge knocked at Miss Johnson's state-room door. No re- 
sponse. He knocked again. Still no answer. Becoming alarmed, 
he tried the handle of the door. There was a faint moan within, and 
he boldly opened the door. 

On the lounge lay the girl, white and still, her wavy black hair 
streaming on the floor. 

"Mai! Mai! Are you ill?" 

She opened her eyes slowly and smiled in a pained, wan way, and 
then closed them again. 

" What is it, my child ? Are you sick ? Shall I call the doctor ?" 

She neither opened her eyes nor spoke, but slowly shook her head. 

The judge opened" the port, and the raw, cold mist drifts in and 
the sounds of the sea filled the room. Again by the sea his heart was 
wrenched. This child, who had become so dear to him, was stricken 
grievously. He knelt upon the floor by her side and took one of her 
hands in his. 

" Are you sick, my child ?" 

She looked at him for an instant, and then shook her head. 

" Are you hurt? Let me call the surgeon." 

" He could do nothing." 

" What has happened ? Tell me what has happened." 

She hesitated for a few moments, and he waited for her to speak. 
Then she said, slowly, — 
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"I wish I had died — with mother — on the ship V^ 

" What do you mean V^ 

" She came here." 

"Whor 

" That woman. She hates me." 

" Mademoiselle Rochet? Did she dai^ to come here too?" 

" She forced herself in. I was frightened. I couldn't stop her. 
She — oh, why did I not die with my mother?" 

"What did she say?" 

" She said — oh, how can I tell you? Father knew it : she said he 
did. Sam knew i^ too. I never knew ; I never knew ; and they were 
so cruel — oh, so cruel ! — not to tell me. I could have gone away some- 
where ; and — oh, it is so hard to know it now !" 

" You say your fether knew it." 

She turned away from him and began to cry softly to herself. 

" What is it, my dear? What troubles you?" 

" You '' 

" I ? What have I done ? You know I love you." 

" I know that ; and yet — ^you — ^you believe it." 

At this instant the screw stopped. 

Neither spoke in the strange, terrifying silence that meant so much. 
Both listened intently. What new dii^ter was at hand ? 

Suddenly she started up, white, hag^rd, and trembling. 

" Hark I I hear it ! the buoy ! It is the buoy that marks the 
grave of that ship." 

The judge was fairly alarmed, and stood up by the port to listen. 

Then came faint and &r away through the breathless silence the 
dang of a bell. 

" The ship is in trouble. They have reversed the engine to stop 
her." 

" It is no matter. The sea is calling me again, as it does in my 
dreams. It's no matter now. Father — Sam — ^will never know how I 
died. I'm almost — almost glad it is so near. I can go home — to my 
mother — ^and my father." 

A little glass on the marble wash-stand rattled. The ship was 
struggling, perhaps for her life. 

Then, after a long, breathless pause, the distant bell clanged again. 
Then returned that freezing silence. 

" The ship has stopped. Hark ! they are signalling some other 
vessel. I think we have escaped the danger, whatever it is. Come, let 
us go on deck." 

He saw that while she was in this excited state of mind it would 
not be wise to attempt to reason with her. It were better, for the time, 
to ignore her fears and try to divert her attention to other matters till 
she was calmer. As for this woman, — this Madame Potard-Rochet, — he 
would probe her acts and motives till he found the truth. That she 
had some motive in her cruelty he clearly recognized. What that 
motive might be he would find out the moment his &mily were safe at 
home in New York. 

" Let us go up-stairs, Mai, and see what is going on." 
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"And you do not care, even if it is true?" 

He stoioped over her and gently raised her, and then, for the first 
time since he had known her, he gravely kissed her forehead. She 
snatched his hand and covered it with kisses and a flood of tears. 

" There, there, my child ! you are better now. Believe me if I 
tell you that perhaps I know more of this woman than you think. 
We will not care for her any more. The moment we reach If ew York 
I will set men at work on the marine records of every port in the world, 
and we will find the name of that ship if it takes from now to— to 
doomsday, whenever that l^al holiday may be." 

Her reply was to draw him down to her and to kiss him on the 
cheek and to say, — 

. " I — I thank you, — ^more than I can ever tell. Let me fix my hair, 
and I'll go with you. I'm not afraid of that woman now, — not if you 
are near me." 

A friendly sailor, with an eye to a shilling, sprinkled some sea- 
water over young Mr. Royal Yardstickie, and the young man strug- 
gled back to an humiliating consciousness that he had fainted with 
superstitious . fear, or from the prick of a guilty heart, or firom both. 
As soon as he had recovered sufficiently to walk, he moved away from 
the bows, as if to go aft to the saloon. As he reached the first-deck 
engine he saw the people pouring out of the saloons and going to the 
ship's side, as if to see something on the water. He saw an officer clear 
the people away &om the railing, while a sailor threw over a rope ladder. 
The officers on the bridge seemed to be expecting something, and as the 
crowd cut off his view he mounted the base of the little engine, where 
he could see all that passed on the deck and on the bridge. To his 
surprise, he found the ship had stopped, and there was a eood deal of 
8uppre8.4d excitement among the th^^J of passenger. 

Then, to his amazement, over the side of the ship fix)m the rope 
ladder came Skipper Johnson of Mr. Manning's yacht. Young Mr. 
Yardstickie prided himself on his nerves. He had nerves once. They 
seemed to be quite gone now, for he trembled so much he could not 
stand on the edge of the engine, and was forced to step down on the 
deck and hide bdiind a crowd of sailors and firemen. Presently over 
the heads of those before him he saw the young skipper mount the steps 
to the bridge, where both pilot and captain seemed to welcome him 
heartily. 

Mai and the judge experienced some difficulty in finding their way 
to the deck. They had stopped at Mrs. Grearing's room, and found her, 
poor lady, quite hysterical, and only Mai's calm confidence that no harm 
nad come to the ship allayed her fears. She would not go on deck. 
'* If it is safe," she said, " I'd rather stay here ; and if we are all going 
to the bottom I'd rather keep in my room and be drowned in comfort 
than be pushed overboard by some frantic servant." The stairways 
were all crowded with people struggling to get on deck, some white, 
scared, and silent, others talking feverishly with all about them, both 
friends and strangers, others laughing hysterically, and all urged by 
the one motive of personal safety. By dint of a little patience, the 
judge found a place for Mai and himself behind the stern of a deck- 
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boat directly under the bridge. The people all about them were talking 
in whispers. It was evident the officers had commanded silence. 

Just then an officer near the ship's side called up to some one on the 
bridge, — 

'* Thirty i&thoms out, sir, and no bottom.'' 

" All right. Go round to the other side and bring that fisherman 
to the bridge." 

Mai had taken the judge's arm, and at' the word " fisherman" she 
trembled slightly. He looked down upon her, and she smiled with an 
effiart and endeavored to steady herself against the boat. Then there 
was some commotion on the other side of the ship, but, as the house 
was in the way, they could not see what was going on. They were not 
long in ignorance; for the voices of the officers on the bridge were 
painfully distinct in the hush that had &llen on all the people. 

Just then a sudden burst of sunlight lit up the wet rigging till it 
sparkled as if hung with jewels. The sunlight passed, and a big rift 
of blue appeared in the gray mist overhead. 

" By mighty ! If that isn't my son Sam ! Where on earth did 
you come from, Sam ?" ^ 

" Been chasing the buoy." 

" Chasing the buoy !" 

This was Captain Floyd's voice. 

" Yes, sir. It broke loose four days ago, and has been drifting 
round ever since. It's scared the officers of more'n a dozen ships half 
out of their wits already." 

" And well it might. Why, when we heard it we thought we were 
right on the rocks." 

" And what fetched you out here, Sam ?" 

** Chasing it for the salvage. Four boats started from the HoU to 
find it. They are all round here now, for a French steamer heard it 
last night, — most scared 'em out of their senses, — ^and now you have 
run afoul of it. We'll come up with it as soon as the fog lifts. We 
heard you stop in the fog, and kinder guessed what was the matter." 

Tins speech, distinctly heard by all on the deck below, produced a 
profound impression. The relief from the strain of fear and anxiety 
found expression in a sort of inarticulate murmur that broke into loud 
comments and laughter and ended in a rousing cheer, in which sailors, 
officers, firemen, and passengers joined. Then followed a scene of 
confusion, in which ever3rtlung save gratitude was forgotten. Men 
swarmed up the steps to the bridge and fiiirly dragged the young man 
to the deck to shalEe his hand and cover him with thanks and con- 
gratulations. The officers made no attempt to stay the almost frantic 
enthusiasm. The people seemed to have but one instinct, — ^to make a 
hero of the man who had so instantly changed the tragedy that had 
seemed to impend over all their lives into almost fiircical comedy. Men 
shook hands with entire strangers. Women kissed one another in tears 
and laughter. One big fellow — a Western man — poured a handftil of 
gold into the young man's cap, and then threw another handful to the 
crew. Finding the little boat with one man on board still at the ship's 
side, he gave final vent to his enthusiasm by dropping his pocket-book 
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w &e boatman's head, wbere it struck with a loud whack and bounced 
into the water amid shouts of laughter from the spectators. Below, 
oorks flew in a sort of fusillade, and every one tried to be happy, — 
some in good ways, some in bad. 

In the midst of the uproar of rejoicing the sun horst forth, and the 
mist melted away like a torn eail, and £ere on the sea were the four 
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good boats from the Holl racing frantically for a black dot on the stater 

a mile astern. 

And through it all the steamer lay safe and silent on the water. 
Captain Floyd put hb hand on the bell to call his engineer to go 

ahead, and hesitated. 

"Johnson, I owe you an apology. I blamed you for the dangra 
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we thought we were in. I was mistaken, old friend ; and you must 
let me reward your son for the news he brought." 

" Guess Sam ain't the fellow to take a reward. Lor' ! did you see 
those passengers drag him off to the saloon ?'^ 

" Where is he now?" 

" I don't know. Guess he's below somewhere." 

" Come into the chart-room. I'll send for your son. I want to see 
you both for a minute before we start." 

During all the rejoicings one lay below in a state-room, almost heart- 
broken. She seemed to be trembling between life and death. The 
doctor bent over her, anxious and alarmed. 

^^ How did it happen ?" 

"I hardly know, doctor," said the judge. "We were on deck 
when that man — that fisherman — arrived, wnen she suddenly fainted, 
and we brought her to her room.'^ 

Mrs. Gearing, poor lady, completely unstrung by the events of the 
day, sat beside 3ie girl, bathing her face and wondering what had hap- 
pened. Why faint in a moment of such rejoicing ? 

Just then there was a knock at the door. The judge opened it, 
expecting a servant who had been sent for water. 

It was Captain Floyd. 

" I beg pardon for intruding, but is there a Miss Johnson here?^' 

" Yes, captain, but she is very ill." 

" Ah ! Perhaps I understand why. You are her guardian, I 
think, sir?" 

" She is travelling with us." 

*' You represent her ?" 

" Yes, I may say I do. What is wanted ?'^ 

" Just this, sir. Her father. Captain Johnson, is on this ship, and 
— ^you will excuse me for plain speaking — I fear there has been some 
misunderstanding between them. I am keeping the ship here that I 
may take the girl to her own father." 

^* He is not her own father." 

"Whoisr 

" We do not know ; but if she wishes to see Captain Johnson she 
can. I will take her to him presently. Is he in the saloon ?'^ 

" No, sir : he is in my private room. I am keeping the ship " 

He paused, for the girl, seeming in some strange way to understand 
the vital importance of what was passing, recovered, sat up, and tried 
to rise. 

" Keep quiet, my child," said the doctor. " You are very weak." 

'^I am not weak. Take me to him. I know. I understand. 
He has come to me at last." 

Her spirit seemed to be equal to anything, and in spite of the 
doctor's protestations she insisted on going at once with Captain Floyd. 

In the chart-room sat father and son, silent, each with his own grief. 

At last the old man spoke : 

" The ways o' Providence ain't for any man to find out. It may 
be a marcy, but I don't see it that way, — not just now." 

" Not a letter, father, not a letter from her since you went away. I 
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was knocked overboard by the boom of the Polly B. the other day, and 
when I found myself in the water I was 'most tempted to ffive up the 
fight ; but I kinaer thought there must be something behind it all, and 
it would be disappointin' the ways o' heaven if I didn't swim back to 
the boat/' 

^^ And to think we should both be here on this steamer ! What 
does it mean, — that buoy a-driftin' out to sea as if it were tired o' 
whistlin' for nothing all this time ? It's mebby more than we can " 

At this moment the door leading from the oeck opened, and, to their 
surprise, Captain Floyd entered the room, and upon his arm leaned 
Mai, pale, beautiful, and with a new and strange light in her eyes. 
Behind her came Judge Grearing. 

The instant the door closed behind her she broke away from Cap- 
tain Floyd. 

^' Father ! Sam ! I am here " 

She paused, bewildered, in the middle of the room. The younger 
man rose from his seat, gave one swift glance at her, and turned away 
with bent head and averted face. She turned to the elder man : 

*^ Father ! What does it mean ? Don't you know me, — Mai ?" 

" You ain't no child o' mine." 

" No ! no ! not really, but — oh, &ther ! to think you do not — 
care for me. Oh, I see. It is true ! It is true ! You kept it back 
from me. You never told me all about the ship." 

" And I never will : I promised mother I wouldn't. And you 
went back on us, and left us " 

He said no more, for an ashen pallor overspread her face. Nature 
is merciful in Sore need. 

They took her again to her room. 

It was finished : her heart was broken. 

A few moments later the bell spoke below : 

" Full speed ahead." 

XIX. 

One bright December morning, four weeks afl«r the whistling buoy 
had gone adrift, a strange schooner made the little port of Wilson's 
Holl. The truant buoy had been restored to its place by the light-house 
steamer, and the stranger evidently knew the way into port, for it 
steered directly for the buoy, and dropped anchor. The hotel and the 
cottages were closed, and the only life in the place clustered round the 
little wharf. The new keeper of the light saw the strange schooner 
first, and telephoned to the post-office. She might want a pilot, and 
there were plenty of venerable sea-captains who would be glad to pick 
up a little job like that. 

Captain Breeze Johnson was at the little village store when the 
postmaster called to the telephone got the news of the arrival. The 
postmaster, being a just man, gave the news out freely to all present : 

" Schooner making in. Guess she may want a pilot." 

Six old chaps rose from the boxes whereon they had made them- 
selves comfortable for the past two hours, and bolted in sudden haste 
for the door. 
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'^ Hard alee there ! It's only Sam ; and I guess if any feller can 
steer into Wilson's HoU he can. I got a letter yesterday sayin' if the 
wind held good he'd be here to-day/' 

The elderly parties returned to their boxes. 

"Sam got a schooner? Goin' to winter here? Fishin' or 
freightin'?" 

" Tain't either. It's explorin'.'' 

"Explorin'l What's that?" 

Just then a tow-headed youth put his head in the door, and said, in 
a shrill voice, — 

" Schooner's come to anker nigh the whistler. Mother wants you, 
dad." 

A gray old sea-captain who hadn't been to sea for fifteen years rose 
stiffly and remarked, gravely, — 

" I forgot to split wood. Guess it's some loonitick if he's anchored 
'longside that screechin' booey." 

The others laughed in a friendly way at their neighbor as he trotted 
off after the boy, and then fell to discussing the strange schooner that 
could already be seen at anchor in the harbor through the dingy win- 
dows of the little store. 

" I tell you it's Sam, and he's come down here a-wreckin'." 

^' A-wreckin' !" 

This was too much for their marine belief, and the worthy Captain 
Breeze, nettled at their unbelief, said he " guessed he'd run out and see 
Sam on the wrecker." 

That one trip on the steamer had been his last. On placing the 
steamer safe in dock on the North River he had resigned as a pilot and 
had gone home. His spirit was broken. His daughter had deserted 
him. He would go back to the little port and end his days in such 
peace as he could. His son, on the other hand, had shown a very dif- 
ferent spirit. Just before the steamer started ahead he had a moment's 
interview with Judge Gearing on the deck, and then he descended to 
his boat, and the steamer left him to find his schooner, which had gone to 
find the truant buoy. The interview had been short,, but it had given 
the young man new life, new hope. The very day the buoy was 
brought back to the Holl the young man had taken the boat for New 
London, saying to his father, as he departed, — 

" I love her, father. I shall yet win her back." 

" Unless she's married." 

" Yes, unless — but I don't believe that of her, father." 

So he had gone away on some mysterious errand that seemed to the 
old man " like flyin' in the face o' Providence." ^ 

He had come back armed with science, and resolved to solve the 
riddle of the whistling buoy. 

As the old captain climbed out of his cat-boat to the deck of the 
strange schooner he was met by his son. 

" Here we are, father. Everything's ready, and I'm going to work as 
soon as the men have had dinner." 

" I don't know, Sam, I don't know anything ^bout such things, but 
it iseems to me the foolishest thing I ever heard of." 
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" I love her, father." 

" That's it. That's it. No tellin' what a feller won't do for love. 
Guess I'd done it myself for your mother; but it do look so awful 
foolish, — huntin' a wreck what's been buried under the sea nigh on to 
eighteen years. ^Sides all that, Sam, it's costin' all you've got in the 
world, and the girl's 'gaged to that whippersnapper." 

" I don't care. I love her. I'm going to explore that wreck if it 
takes the last cent. Besides, I'm not alone in this job. I'm doing it 
for Mai, father ; I'm doing it for Mai.'' 

" And God bless you for it, my boy ! and if I can help anyway, 
haulin' ropes or workin' tackle, I'll do it, 's long as my pld bones hold 
together." 

The two men shook hands on the deck of the schooner as it lazily 
rolled on the swells, and the big black buoy alongside gurgled and 
whispered to itself in a monotone of satisfaction and content. 

" You shall work the pump, father, when I go down. I can trust 
you at the work better than any strangers." 

The news that Sam Johason had arrived from New Haven in a 
wrecking-schooner and that he intended to explore the wreck of the lost 
ship filled the HoU with wonder — and disappointment. It must be a 
treasure-ship. He had got hold of some clue as to the identity of the 
vessel, and intended to go fishing for lost money-chests, bars of gold, bags 
of diamonds, old metals, or other prizes. Why had they not grappl«i 
for these things years ago ? Fortunes had been fished up from sunken 
vessels before this, and there were as good fish of that kind in the sea 
as ever were caught,— if you knew where to put down your grappling- 
irons. Dinners were forgotten, and the entire male population, with a 
good sprinkling of girls and women, was afloat in less than an hour, 
swarming round the schooner and bothering all on board with questions, 
some serious, some sarcastic, some ill-natured. Very few were in any 
mood to see a fellow-townsman pick up a fortune that had lain in ream 
of all for years. 

The captain of the wrecking-schooner would not allow visitors to 
come on board. His deck was cumbered with steam-boilers and pumps^ 
heavy tackle, and other machinery, and visitors would only be in die 
way and interrupt the work. So the good people had to content them- 
selves with rowing round the schooner and commenting on her outfit 
and wondering how it was to be used. After dinner the captain of the 
wrecker, Sam Johnson, in whose service he and his men were enlisted^ 
and Captain Breeze Johnson, had a consultation on deck. 

" I take it," said the captain, " this wreck's pretty well kiverei with 
mud by this time." 

" Yes, there's some mud on her ; though you can still make out her 
general shape from the keel and a few timbers that's there yet." 

" All you expect is to see if there's a chist or anything like that 
left in the wreck." 

" My idea," said Sam, " is to explore all the silt in and about the 
wreck with a long iron rod, — to spear the wreck, so to speak, like a man 
fishing for eels through the ice, — and, if the rod strikes anything haid| 
to grapple for it." 
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"Don't believe it's ever going to pay you. All you'll get up will 
be an old anchor." 

" That's nothing to do with it. I pay you for the search. It's no 
matter what we find. Even an old rusty pot, if it has the ship's name 
on it, will be all I want." 

" All right. I understand. It may take a week or more, but I'll 
do the best that man and machinery can do. Might 's well begin to 
once. Call the diver." 

The sight of a professional diver climbing down a rope ladder into 
the sea afforded a certain amount of entertainment to the people in the 
boats, but, as there was nothing more to be seen, they gradually rowed 
away and left the schooner and its crew alone at their strange search. 
By dark the diver had roughly traced out the general direction in 
which the wreck lay. He reported that in three places in the soft ooze 
there were faint traces of something that might indicate the remains of 
the lost ship. The next day the schooner had out four anchors in 
different positions, and she had been secured directly over the dead ship, 
keel to keel. It was slow work, and it was nearly nightfall before 
everything was in readiness for a systematic exploration of the wreck. 

Captain Breeze held several consultations with old men who re- 
membered the wreck, and with their aid the exact spot where the bows 
of the ship might have been when she went to pieces was pretty clearly 
fixed. The diver would begin there and walk all over the bottom, 
thrusting a sharp iron rod deep into the ooze at every step. It was 
thought best to begin there, as it was possible one of the anchors could 
be found, or perhaps a part of the iron work of the capstan. 

A whole day was spent in this way, and the diver reported — nothing. 
The iron bar sank easily into the mud and through the sand below. 
It could even be thrust through the rotting timbers without much 
trouble ; and, though he had made out by this means the shape of one 
end of the keel and parts of two of the old ribs, he had found nothing 
more than fast-decaying wood and a fragment of an old china plate. 

The next day was steamer-day. The New London boat came over 
to Wilson's HoU only twice a week in winter. Captain Breeze in- 
variably went to the dock on these days, to see the few travellers who 
might arrive, and to get his Weekly Tribuney on which his mental 
stomach had been happily stayed all these years. This time he forgot 
his weekly and remained on the schooner. 

Love had become impatient. It must do more than sit idle while 
others worked. The diver brought up a rusty hinge fix)m an old chest, 
part of a door-knob, a piece of broken iron-work, and a mug, black 
and discolored, yet plainly a stone-ware mug, with handle intact. If 
the diver could recover such small things as these, there was hope of 
more valuable discoveries. He would himself go down and help ex- 
plore the wreck. 

The diver's dress fitted him well. He had no difficulty, ^afl^r a few 
trials, in staying under water for half an hour at a time, and soon 
became quite expert in thrusting his iron rod— straige weapon to fight 
for love ! — into the oozy bottom of the sea. Captain Breeze, with native 
gumption, learned the trick of working the air-pump that fed air to 
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the lover below^ and insisted on doing all the work himself. So it was 
&ther and son searched together^ one on deck^ one in the sea, working 
with one heart for the love of a woman. 

The New London steamer brought some passengers, young and old, 
to Wilson's Holl, and then departed. Old Captain Breeze, patiently 
at work on the air-pump, saw it depart, and wondered if it had left 
behind his weekly newspaper. Just as the steamer passed the buoy he 
heard a boat approaching from the shore. Thinking it only some of 
the crew of the schooner, he paid no heed, and went on with his work 
at the air-pump in dogged patience. Presently there were footsteps on 
the deck, and some one spoke. 

" Father.'' 

He looked up without stopping his work. 

" Mai ! Where did you come from ?" 

" I have come home, father. Can't you speak to me ? Can't you 
give me your hand ?" 

" I can speak fast enough, but I can't give my hand to you." 

« Oh, father!" ^ ^ 

" I can't stop this machine. There's a feller below dependin' on it." 

Behind Mai stood Judge Grearing and his wife, and by the edge 
of the deck were two others, one with a child in her arms and closely 
veiled. 

" I don't wonder you are surprised, captain," said the judge. " We 
heard what your son was doing." 

" Yes, Sam's at work now. Guess you'll have to excuse him for a 
little while." 

" He's at work on a noble mission. I suppose he's at home ?" 

" Yes, Sam's at home. Take care, Mai. Don't step on that rubber 
hose. It's the air-pipe for the feller below." 

"Who is it, father?" 

" It's Sam. He's under water, 'splorin' that wreck. He hasn't 
found much yet, — ^nothing 'cept a few scraps o' old iron and other such 
wreckage." 

A solitary wave, stronger than its fellows, passed beneath the vessel : 
it swayed slightly, and the black buoy swung round, and a single sigh- 
ing note, plaintive, inarticulate, yet foil of meaning to hearts that could 
hear, swept over the water. 

She turned and looked off over the sea to the cold blue horizon. A 
tear sparkled on her cheek, and the judge, drawing nearer, said to 
her, — 

" My child, few women have such love bestowed upon them without 
hope of reward." 

" And I've lost it ! I cannot tell him all the shame and misery I 
suffer. He isn't working down there for me. I know what he is looking 
for." 

" Yes, dear, we all know ; and I'm very glad I could help him." 

" You helped him ?" 

" Yes,; for your sake." 

« Oh ! I— I hope he will find nothing !" 

"Why?" 
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"Because — oh, can't you see? He may trace my mother's name, 
or my father's name, and then I shalllose my second fether/' 

He gravely kissed her forehead, and then they turned back to where 
the others stood near the side of the schooner, watching where two 
streams of bubbles were rising through the green water. The captain 
of the wrecker was explaining to Mrs. Grearing and the woman with 
the child something about the work below. This other woman was 
apparently a stranger, and stood looking on in silence. The man who 
had come with them was standing behind Mrs. Gearing, while the old 
captain was working hard at the air-pump. 

Suddenly, with a scream, Mai Johnson sprang at this man and with 
a desperate push threw him in a confused heap upon the deck. 

" You coward ! You — oh ! You meant to kill him !" 

The creature tried to scramble up, but his glasses fell off, and his 
hat flew overboard, for the captain oi the wrecker struck him a fearful 
blow on the head and stretched him senseless on a. pile <tf ropes. The 
woman ran to his side, and Mrs. Gearmg wrung her hands in terror. 

" Oh ! it is Royal ! My son ! my son ! they have killed you !'' 

The woman placed the child on the deck, and, throwing aside her veil, 
knelt by the &llen man and b^an to chafe his hands. 

" Heavens ! Mademoiselle Bochet ! What does this mean ? Oh ! 
my son ! my son !" 

" Lend a hand, men, lend a hand ! Haul up the divers. Work 
the pump, man ! work, for your son's life !" 

it was wonderful how quickly the men gathered from every part of 
the vessel. With main strength they b^an to haul on two ropes that 
hung over the ship's side into the water. One rope slackened slightly, 
the other was strained taut. 

" He's all right. He's coming up,'^ cried one of the men. 

" Pull on the other rope. Haul all — haul ! There ! his head's out. 
Quick ! up with him. There ! Lay him on the deck. Take off the 
helmet. Quick, man, quick ! Lena a hand, captain." 

Up from the green water came a giant figure, that sturdily climbed 
upon the deck, ^hind this marine monster came another, dragged 
up, limp and lifeless. They laid him upon the deck, and the men 
unfastened the great helmet and took it off. 

" Oh ! my love ! my love !" 

It was Sam Johnson, back from the sea. His hair was wet, and 
his face was white. 

" Take off the dress. Careful, men. That's right, miss : hold his 
head while we get him out o' the dress." 

Judge Grearing looked in silence at the extraordinary scene before 
him. The young man seemed to be dead,— drowned while on love's 
mission. Away in a comer he saw his wife weeping over her son. 
Above the prostrate diver stood the figure of the dd captain, his thin 
hair fluttering in the wind, his knotted hands clinched in righteous 
anger. Never in his seat in courts had he felt so heavily the weight of 
juoicial duty. He recognized the entire case in all its bearings, — the 
strange man and woman who had b^ged to be permitted to come with 
them to the schooner, his step-son attempting murder. 
Vol. XXXIX.— 68 
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" Cnise that inia'able wretch I He stood on the pipe o' purpo6& 
He's killed my son." 

" Father ! father 1 he's reviving. Oh, my love I my love ! I'm here. 
J'm at your aide. It's Mai, It's Mai, my darling," 

The young diver opened his eyes, and, sedng Mai bending over him, 
looked at her for an instant and tiien with a aipi turned his nead away. 

" Oh, fether I he doesn't know me ! Sam, my darling, look at me. 
It is Mai." 




"OS, FATHER I HE DOESN'T KNOW MET 

He made a movement as if to push her away, and she stm^led to 
her feet, tottered for a moment, and was caught by the judge before she 
oould fall. 

"Oh!" 

The motion had been misunderstood. The young man thrust his 
hand into his ooat and drew forth a crumpled newspaper. He seemed 
very weak, and let it &11 at her veiy feet. 

The old captain picked it up and offered it to Mai, saying, — 

"It is better so. You must read it, Mai. It^s broke his heart 
a-carryin' it round all these months." 

" What is it, fether ? What must I read 1" 

" That — that 'ere marked place. It's marked plain enough o' him 
anaryin' over it." 

" Let me read it, Mai," said the judge, taking the paper from the 
captain. 
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" No, no. Let me read it myself. I will read it, if it kills me. 
He wishes it." 

There was a hush, for every one, save the two women who were 
tending the fallen creature at the other side of the deck, had gathered 
near, and stood looking at the scene before them in silence. She read 
the paper slowly and carefully, half blinded by tears. Then there 
came a sudden tightening of her fingers, a hard cold look in the hand- 
some eyes. She needed support no longer, and stood erect. 

" What is it, Mai ?'' said the judge. 

" Come and seeV' 

She spoke in a constrained voice, and walked across the deck to 
where the terrified women knelt beside the disgraced and ruined crea- 
ture just recovering his wretched senses. 

" Husband," cried Mrs. Grearing, " have mercy ! He is my son." 

" Mercy, madam ?" said Mai. " Had he any mercy on me ? Look 
at that." 

"What? What is it, Mai ?" 

"Read it. Ah! you have recovered. Royal Yardstickie! You 
had that lying paragraph printed. You sent it to— my — ^to him." 

" Oh, mercy ! husband, take her away ! She will kill him. She 
tried to do it just now." 

" No, madame : it was he that tried to take life. He stood upon 
the air-pipe, and I pushed him off." 

"Mai," said the judge, gravely, "vengeance is not ours. He 
is punished already." 

" The courts will settle that business, judge," said one of the men 
standing by. " He might have cut the air off for me. I was below 
there when I see him reelin' and the bubbles stop, and I knew some- 
thing was wrong. If it hadn^t been Fd just got the last hook fixed in 
that anker I'd rushed to help him ; but the hook was fast, and the 
rope got twisted round my leg, and then I see they was a-haulin' him 
up. It's the narrerest escape I ever seen ; and I'll have that skunk 
in jail 'fore sundown." 

"Mai! Mai!" 

There was a wild rush, and a big blond giant burst through the 
ring around the prostrate man and snatched her in his arms and covered 
her with kisses. 

Happiness is contagious. The lovers' joy spread to all save two. 
Sailors and officers, visitors and workmen, shook hands in that half- 
tearful, half-joyful confusion that comes over all when the heart has 
once its way and love is crowned. 

On the deck sat a child, laughing and crowing over the end of a rope 
that its chubby hands had found. 

The judge shook hands with everybody, firom captain to cook, and 
then went to his wife. The young man had by this time sufficiently 
recovered to sit up, and sat on an anchor, sullen and silent. 

" Husband," cried Mrs. Gearing, " he is my son. He says he trod 
on the pipe by accident." 

" I nave no condemnation, Maria. He has brought his own punish- 
ment upon himself. I hope what he says is true; but it does not 
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matter now. It is only a wonder some of these sailors did not kill 
him on the spot. He is no son of mine, from this hour.'' 

" Judge, be merciful, if you love me/' 

^^I am merciful, but I will see justice done, too* Young man^ 
who is this woman ?" 

Koyal Yardstickie hesitated a moment. 

" Who is this woman ?'' 

" Oh, Royal, Royal," cried the woman by his side, " speak for me I 
I am here,— Julie, — ^your wife. See, there is your boy, — ^innocent of 
his ^^ther^s deeds 

" You ?" cried Mrs. Gearing. " You his wife ? Oh, Royal V 

" Why don't you speak, sir? Who is this woman?" 

"My wife." 

"See, here is our boy, Royal, — our boy. I brought him from 
Paris with me. He was on the ship with you. Let me bring him. 
There, there, little one, let the man have the rope. Come to father." 

The sailor gently took the rope away from the child, sa}dng, in 
apology,— 

" It's the rope to the tackle. The captain's give orders to h'ist the 
stuff, whatever it is." 

"Hoist what?" 

" We dunno, sir. Something the divers hitched on to just 'fore it 
— 'fore it happened." 

Slowly, with straining ropes and creaking blocks, the engine on the 
forward deck dragged up from the depths of the sea — something. 

The curiosity to see what had been found drew all, save young Mr. 
Royal Yardstickie and his wife and child, to the edge of the deck. 
Slowly, dripping and straining, the ropes rose out of the water. Then 
through the green depths came a strange, crooked form, black and rusty, 
— a broken anchor. 

At last it lay upon the deck, and they all gathered round it to ex- 
amine it Only a broken anchor. 

" Get some cloths and wipe it dry. Wipe it very carefully, and 
look for marks," said Breeze Johnson. 

Already the day was dying. The eastern sky was purple. The 
wind had fallen, and the sea was as glass. The schooner, heeled over 
by the strain in lifting the anchor, now rested on an even keel. The 
west was all a rasy glow, presaging pleasant days to come. The black 
buoy stood straight in the water, silent. Lanterns were procured, and 
they got down on the deck to search every inch of the rusty relic 
of the dead ship. For some time nothing was found ; and then it was 
suggested that the anchor be turned over, to see the other side. The 
engine puffed again, and the anchor was soon dangling in the air. As 
it was gently laid down again. Captain Breeze Johnson's keen old eyes 
detected something close to the ragged end where a fluke had been 
broken off. 

A name? 

No. Only a few letters. 

A little gentle rubbing away of the rust, and there were visible 
letters stamped or cast in the iron. 
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" I see a S and a O, yes, and a N and a E. One letter's missin\'* 

"AT. Is it a T, captain ?" 

" Mebby it is, judge. S, T, O, N, E,— Stone." 

"IsthataUr 

The judge's voice had a curious tremulous quaver, as if he were 
trying to repress some strong emotion. 

"Yes. There was more once, but it's rusted off." 

" Do you think it can be — Maidstone ?" 

The old man stood up and wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. 
Not a word was said for a moment. At last Sam broke the silence. 

" Father, where is that name-board ?" 

" It's to hum, Sam. I've kept it all these years, — ^thank God. I 
can get it when we go ashore." 

" Mai," said the judge, gravely, " how can J tell you ? How can 
I ever thank this young man, who shall be my son ? Listen." 

A strange trembling was in the old man's voice. He bared his head, 
and his white hairs seemed a nimbus in the fading light By some 
curious instinct the men all took off their hats, as if some religious rite 
were at hand. There was a brief pause, and then he went on : 

" This ship was the Maidstone, of Liverpool. It was my wife's 
last home : she sailed in this ship years ago with her child, and the 
vessel was lost." 

" Stop there, sir," said the old pilot. " Stop there. I was at that 
wreck, and I done a — ^a passenger a great injustice. When we found 
that passenger she was wrapped in a woman's night-dress, marked with 
a name that we knew from things in the state-room was the captain's 
name. Mother always said it would kill — ^the passenger — if she was to 
know her father left her to die in his own ship : she'd die o' shame in 
thinkin' of her father." 

Somehow by stealth a beautiful girl, made doubly beautiful by love 
and happiness, her eyes shining with a new love just bom, had crept 
closer to the two men. She stretched out her hands towards them both. 

" Father,— both fathers,— hark 1" 

She stood between the two old men, erect, listening, beautiful. 

The night had fallen in peace on the sea. No sound of surf or 
wave was anywhere. Yet by some mysterious sympathy there was a 
sound, soft, musical, vanishing. They all heard it ; nor could any tell 
whether it was upon the air or only in their hearts. 

" Listen, &ther. It is — ^my mother — singing in heaven." 

And the buoy was dumb. 



THE END. 
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HEREDITY. 

I MEET upon the woodland ways 
At morn a lady fair : 
Adown her slender shoulders strays 
Her raven hair ; 

And none who looks into her eyes 

Can fail to feel and know 
That in this conscious clay there lies 

Some soul aglow. 

But I, who meet her oft about 

The woods in morning song, 
I see behind her far stretch out 

A ghostly throng, — 

A priest, a prince, a lord, a maid. 

Faces of grief and sin, 
A high-bom lady and a jade, 

A harlequin, — 

Two lines of ghosts in masquerade. 

Who push her where they will. 
As if it were the wind that swayed 

A daffodil. 

She sings, she weeps, she smiles, she sighs. 

Looks cruel, sweet, or base ; 
The features of her fathers rise 

And haunt her face. 

As if it were the wind that swayed 

Some stately daffodil. 
Upon her face they masquerade 

And work their will. 

Frederick Peterson, 
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SOME RECORDS OF PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON. 

BEFOEE me lie two unanswered letters of the blind English poet, 
who has so suddenly and so recently passed away, in his early 
manhood, just as he was attaining the full use and control of all his 
mental powers. In one of these letters he says, " I have been very 
unwell for some time past, and enveloped in the clouds of melancholia : 
which is quite a different thing, you know, from being out of spirits ; 
the ultimate word about melancholia was said about it in James Thomp- 
son's * City of Dreadful Night,* — ^the City of Dreadfiil Night, to my 
mind, not representing the world as the author really conceived it to be, 
but the world as viewed in the state of melancholia/* But this letter, 
and the one preceding it, although they were colored with an unusual 
sadness, gave no indication that the poet had any fear of a fatal result, 
and were no preparation for the painful tidings that so soon followed. 

Of all the younger English poets, none, we think, has wound his 
way into the tender sympathies of his readers like Philip Marston. It 
is not enough to say that pity, " the twin sister of love,'* had everything 
to do with this ; for from his poems it would never be gathered that he 
was blind ; nor, indeed, was he ever willing that in the slightest degree 
any abatement in the judgment formed of his poems should be made in 
consequence of his terrible affliction. Nor would he have let it be 
known, could he have helped it, that he was blind ; he was very averse 
to having his calamity alluded to, and in both his prose and poetical 
writings, and in all his letters, he constantly speaks like a man who had 
clear eyesight. His lofly, uncomplaining, and submissive spirit asked 
for no condolence, and almost turned aside from the offer of it. That 
his blindness clouded all his inner life, as it did his outer, there can be 
no doubt ; but the manly way in which he submitted to his inevitable 
misfortune had something in it inspiring to the looker-on. He did not 
fold his hands in despairing apathy and let himself lie helplessly in the 
arms of his many devoted friends ; but with persistent and proud reso- 
lution he took, as it were, strict account of his life-stock, weighed all its 
possibilities, and then addressed himself unflinchingly to self-support, 
and to the work for which he felt himself best fitted. 

Philip Marston was a poet by inheritance. He was a lineal descend- 
ant of the old dramatist, John Marston, who was a boon companion of 
Shakespeare and Ben Jonson, and was associated with the latter in 
some of his literary work. Most readers of the old dramatists will 
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remember that fine bit of satire about the old philosophers, in which 
we have the constant recurrence of the phrase '^ dill my qxmid dqft." 

I wasted lamp-oil, baited all my flesh, 
Shrunk up my yeins, conversed with Zabarell, 
Aquinas, Scotus, and the musty saw 
Of antick Donate : Still my spaniel slept. 
At length he waked and yawned. . . . 
For aught I know, he knew as much as I. 

• 

Dr. Marston, the father of our poet, is a well-known English dram- 
atist, and in one of his recent letters his son expresses great interest in 
a drama then in course of preparation. The incidents of young Mar- 
stones life seem to be so generally known that it is hardly needful to 
reproduce them here. A sort of special interest gathered about him, as 
a child, because Miss Mulock, who was his godmother, addressed to him 
the best poem that ever came from her pen, so that as a boy he was 
singled out as " Philip, my King.'^ The allusion in it to " the large 
brown eyes" is very touching, when we remember the " enshadowing*' 
hand that was afterwards laid over them. 

He lost an eye by an accident when he was only four years old, 
and gradually the other eye became affected, so that while still in his 
boyhood he was almost blind. He was so unwilling to allude to his 
calamity that in the many letters I have had from him he never wrote 
a line which would make me know that he had absolutely lost his eye- 
sight. Most of these letters are written with a marvellously dear 
chirography in ink; and the nearest he comes to an allusion to his 
blindness is in speaking of the type-writer, with which he prepared 
much of his work for the press. His mother was the angel of his life, 
and to her beautiful, sensitive, and poetic boy she dedicated herself 
with that tireless devotion which only mothers know. She was his 
reader and amanuensis ; and into her unwearied ear he poured all his 
aspirations, his longings, and his sorrows. But she was taken from 
him before he was twenty years old, and the blow would have been 
an irretrievable one, but that his younger sister, who was a second seli^ 
was left him, and she took his mother's place, with the same generous 
self-sacrifice, suppljring as far as possible the sense denied him. 

His first book of verse was published under the title of " Song- 
Tide,'' and he has perhaps written nothing since that has been receiv^ 
with so much enthusiasm by poets and critics. At this time he had 
made the acquaintance of most of the men distinguished in English 
literature. Browning, Tennyson, Dickens, Philip Bailey, the author 
of " Festus" (who was his godfather), Kossetti, Morris, Swinbum^ and 
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hosts of others were associated with his daily life. His father's house 
in London was at this time a gathering-place for the best spirits of the 
daj^ and by these poet-friends this volume of the young aspirant was 
hailed as one of brilliant promise. Dante Sossetti, in particular, was 
delighted with it, and addressed him a sonnet which, in one of the 
letters before me, he says he sets great store by as being a sort of 
guarantee of his powers. Swinburne, too, at this time exercised a 
powerful influence over him, and he knew one of his volumes by 
heart ; but this influence very much waned as his years went on. Not 
until after " Song-Tide" was published, and not until the light of his 
life was a second time quenched by the death of the lovely young girl 
to whom he was betrothed, did his natural sight utterly faU him. For 
up to this period he could indistinctly see the splendor of a brilliant 
sunset and enjoy the glory of a sunny day. But the grief incident 
upon so great a loss is supposed to have cost him the little sight he had 
left, so that henceforth to the end he walked his life-path in the " ever- 
during dark.'' But then he had in possession 

That inward eye which is the bliss of solitude, 

which revealed to him a world of beauty, of fancy, and of spiritual 
imaginings which are denied to common eyes. 

Marston was a long time in recovering from this staggering blow, 
but his sister's constant companionship nerved and strengthened hun ; 
for she was in so many respects the twin sister of his soul — his very 
aUer ego — ^that their sympathy in taste and occupation was perfect. 
She read for him, wrote for him, shared, as it were, her senses with 
him, till all her life seeemed merged in his. No page of literature 
presents us with a more beautiftil type of self-abn^tion than Cicely 
Marston. They travelled together, wandered through Italy, visited 
Kome, Florence, Venice, and all the wonders of the Holy Land of 
Ait,-he with scarcely less appreciation and enjoyment than the com- 
panion through whose i)ower of mental photography love was able to 
stamp all bright impressions upon his receptive soul. 

But, alas for what his friend Swinburne calls, m his pagan way, 
" the malice of circumstance" I only a few brief years elapsed before 
this sympathetic sister was snatched away by death, and for the third 
time the blind poet was left inconsolable. Yet not even here did his 
earthly bereavements cease. His only other sister, who was married to 
the English poet O'Shaughnessy, died, and was in a short time followed 
to the grave by her husband, who had been a bosom friend of her brother. 
So that of the brilliant household all were swept away save Philip 
Marston himself, and the &ther who still survives him. 
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There can be no greater proof of the noble courage of this brave 
soul than the fact that underneath these accumulations of earthly ills 
he did not wholly sink. For a period, indeed, the outward gloom clouded 
the inward vision ; but the gift of Poesy had been to him a divine 
compensation, and he learned to find again comfort in the exercise of it. 
His second volume, " All in AU,^^ was dedicated to his mother's memory, 
and, though it did not meet with quite as eager praise as " Song-Tide," 
it was not because its literary quality was inferior, but because of the 
minor key to which its music waa set. The tears had dropped too 
freely into the waters of his Helicon while he stooped to dip them up. 
It was, however, a book which the poets took to their hearts ; and that 
is sufiBcient proof of the qualities which it possessed. 

Gradually Marston returned to the world, came out of the shadow 
of his unexampled afflictions, and walked abroad in the sunlight again 
— a chastened sunlight, verily, but still one that buoyed him for en- 
durance. Whittier's strong verse may well be applied to this resolute 
soul: 

Well, to suflfer is divine : 

Pass the watchword down the line, 
Pass the countersign, " Endure /" 

Not to him who rashly dares, 

But to him who nobly bears. 
Is the victor's garland sure. 

He wrote largely for the English magazines, both in poetry and 
prose, and became a frequent contributor to the American press. The 
April number of lAppincoU published one of his latest sonnets,-^-one 
singularly touched with prophetic significance. His " Wind- Voices," 
brought out in 1884, was his last volume, and contains the ripest 
fruits of his genius. Its poems are marked by that rare subtilty and 
delicacy of expression which were always more or less characteristic of 
everything Marston wrote. Especially beautiful are the " New Grarden 
Secrets." The dialogues and dreams of violet, rose, and other flowers 
have a bewitching aroma which reminds one of the lyrics of Herrick. 
The London Saturday Review, in speaking of this volume, i&iys it 
" contains poems about the wind which have never been surpassed." 

The appreciation which Marston met with from American readers 
was a matter of very positive pleasure to him ; he alludes to this again 
and again in his letters, and says, in one of the last I had from him, — 

" Thanks for telling me, my dear friend, all the kind things your 
charming Southern women found to say about my poems. It is very 
heart-warming to know that one^s literary work has penetrated so fiw, 
and it is a great testimony to the really broad and genuine interest taken 
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by you in America in general literature. I think it is a much broader 
interest than is sho^n here^ where most of us, unfortunately, are broken 
up into little cliques, with a few central figures, round whom the wor- 
shippers revolve and think it sacrilege to own any other all^iance. I 
myself greatly deplore this state of things, and cannot see why in my 
father^s house there should not be many mansions." 

Again he writes, "I wish I could come and see you in your 
American home. Well, don't you know it is a pet dream of mine to 
come to your country some day ? and I hope I shall be able to carry it 
out." In another letter, speaking of American friends to whom he was 
writing, he says, ^^ I must stop here to go and make a call upon my dear 
old friends the Hardys. I wonder if you have read Lady Hardy's 
* Down South,' and Miss Hardy's book about America ? Iza is one 
of my very oldest friends ; she has purchased some land in Florida ; so 
that she is even more of an American than I am, though I do possess 
an American flag, which, for the matter of that, she does too. So I fear 
I must concede to her supremacy." 

Mr. Marston's letters abound in generous expressions of apprecia- 
tion of and of pride in the genius of his fellow-laborers in the field of 
literature. His delight in Dante Kossetti was very great. To cull a 
few instances from his letters : he says in one, " I had a very pleasant 
visit yesterday to Swinburne and his friend Theodore Watts (they live 
together), who, I suppose, in time will come to be regarded as a pair 
like Lamb and Hazlitt. He is the man, you know, whom Kossetti 
caUed'the prince of friends;' and certainty Swinburne has pn>ved 
his friendship pretty well. Swinburne hadn't anything particular 
of his own to read, but he read some to me from the old dramatists. 
What a strange thing it is that each age has its own secret in liter- 
ature, which no other age can learn ! Where is the man now who can 
write an Elizabethan play? The greatness and the gloom of them 
belong to a past time, and can never be reproduced any more than can 
the old ballads. And who now could write like Herrick, Suckling, 
or Carew ? I wonder sometimes what will be considered the prime 
characteristic of Victorian poetry when the next century shall judge us, 
as we have judged those who have gone before us ! Swinburne was in 
great force. I suppose there is hardly a person of any distinction in 
literature or art who is not known to Watts. He speaks very enthusi- 
astically of Tennyson as a man. . . . I see that Boston is afibrding a 
very warm reception to my friend Gosse, one of the most successful 
men I know. 

" Last evening I went to the house of one of our most noted society 
people. William Morris was there, among multitudes of others. He 
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testified to having written Beoen hundred and fifty lines at one sittings 
only stopping for meals. He began at half-past nine one day and ended 
at half-past three the next. I asked him if he was not much exhausted, 
but he said he was not. He is a man of immense force. Like myself, 
he is a diligent reader of the novels of the day. . . . This afternoon I 
had a letter from Philip Bailey, in which he says, * Paul H. Hayne is 
a man of the right class, cultured, liberal, and I congratulate you on 
your acquaintance with him.' " 

Marston's friendship with Kossetti was very close. He wrote me 
just after the latter's death that he and his father were making a call 
upon the poet painter, when he was seized with the attack that resulted 
in his death. He says in a letter, not long after, — 

" I want you to see Sharp's book about Rossetti : his death leaves in 
the lives of those who knew him a void which can never be filled up. 
Great as a poet and painter, he was equally ereat as a man. The in- 
i^ i.^o.01 ^^.^, C«^ i% wa, bee. U.»ro„ghl7 
shown by Sharp's and Caine's books ; and, indeed, it would be almost 
impossible to make one sensible of it. No man, I should think, ever 
had such a beautiful voice. It had in it such a wonderful, rich, inner 
music : it was a voice which thrilled you. But I have no ability to 
give you any real impression of him at all. Yes, his sister's poems 
are most lovely ; they have a simple, clear, lyric sweetness which is 
matched by no one, unless it be by Mrs. Louise Chandler Moulton, 
who is a dear friend of mine. I spent last night with Swinburne, who 
is preparing a new volume for the press. It will not be a large one, 
though ; only a hundred short poems, dedicated to Christina Bossetti. 
I am expecting to find much pleasure in the reading of Mr. Hayne's 
Collected Poems ; though as yet I have not been able to do more than 
look in them. What a strong, true, sweet spirit is his ! . . • Yes, 
indeed, it does give me pleasure to think that people in America like 
my poems. When the mood comes upon you, write to me from your 
&r-away home, and I shall be delighted to send you any literary gossip 
that I may know of. 

" Ah, to think that I should have missed you when in London I 
How can that be forgiven ? Yes, five thousand people may pay me 
visits, but these don't atone for the one I missed !" 

Mr. Marston never omitted an opportunity to speak kindly of 
American writers ; occasionally he has a sharp criticism, but not often. 
He was exceedingly fond of Paul H. Hayne, and the latter has often 
sent me brilliant extracts from letters just received from Marston, — 
letters sometimes of thirty-six and forty-five pages, all written with 
his own hand I He had a great fancy for visiting Mr. Hayne^ and 
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repeatedly said in his letters, ^^ Coming to America means, for me, 
going to * Copse Hill'" (Mr. Hayne's home). He had the highest 
opinion of Mr. Hayne's poetic powers, and the bond of sympathy was 
kept up for many years by the closest correspondence ; scarcely a letter 
did he ever write without mentioning our Southern poet. In a letter 
of Mrs. Hayne's, which lies before me, she says, " Perhaps you may 
remember that the last message my husband sent was to Philip Mar- 
ston. * Tell Marston,' he said, * to meet me,' — pointing with his finger 
to heaven. 

" ^ Shall I tell him to believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, who is the 
Besurrection and the Life?' 

" * Yes, oh, yes !' he answered." 

In reply Marston wrote, " I can say nothing, my dear Mrs. Hayne, 
except that my heart is with you in the dreadful night which has come 
upon you ; I dare hardly think how black that night must be ! Yet 
for you there shines through it the star of hope, — the future meeting, — 
which, alas ! has not shone for me in similar hours of despair. But 
we know that to him &ith was knowledge, so that for you there is, 
after all, some light." 

In one of his letters, written a year and a half ago, he speaks of 
having what his friends called a fainting-fit, but said he was disposed 
to think it a sunstroke. In his next letter he mentioned that while 
asleep he left his bed, and, coming out of his chamber^ turned towards 
the stairway instead of the library, fell down-stairs, and was picked up 
insensible. He added, " I don't know that I ever told you that I am 
a somnambulist, and have been since childhood." 

He did not seem at first to be seriously injured by this fall, but, 
from the way he afterwards complained of pain and stifiness in the 
spine, it is evident that he had reived the injury which probably cul- 
minated at last in his death. 

We close these brief records of Marston with a reference to the 
poem of Mrs. Mulock-Craik which is so associated with his name, 
noting the vatic strain which indeed proved a prophecy, and joining 
her in the plavdite with which it ends : 

One day 

Thou too must tread, as we trod, a way 

Thorny and cruel, and cold and gray : 

Rebels within thee, and foes without. 

Will snatch at thy crown. But march on glorious, 

Martyr, yet monarch, till angels shout. 

As thou sitt'st at the feet of God victorious, 

" Philip the king r 

Margaret J, Preston, 
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THE PHILADELPHIA WISTAR PARTIES. 

AS the Wistar Parties, for which Philadelphia was long famous^ 
have been reorganized within a few months, it may be interesting 
to turn back to the time of their inception, and even further back into 
the past century, when Dr. Caspar Wistar held, at his own house, those 
informal gatherings to which the Wistar Parties of to-day owe their 
name. How large a place they filled in the social life of the period 
may be gathered from the fact that most Philadelphians of distinction, 
if not actual members, were frequent guests, while all strangers of note 
were introduced into this circle of choice spirits, — choice in the fiiU 
sense of the word, because chosen for particular gifts or attainments, 
the original Wistar Club being composed of members of the American 
Philosophical Society, a close organization that has ever striven to 
keep its eye single to the interests of science, literature, art, history, 
and the promotion of all useful knowledge. Although Silas Deane, 
|he Marquis de Chastellux, and John Adams grow quite enthusiastic 
when describing the luxurious Uving prevalent among "the nobles 
of Pennsylvania," the latter admits, with what in a New-Englander 
may be considered rare generosity, that there was something to be found 
here better than our high living, as he thus speaks of the " high think- 
ing'' of some of those old Philadelphians, in one of his charming letters 
to his wife which are only less charming than her own : 

" Particular gentlemen here, who have improved upon their educa- 
tion by travel, shine ; but in general old Massachusetts outshines her 
younger sisters. Still, in several particulars they have more wit than 
we. They have societies, the Philosophical Sodeiy particularly, which 
excites a scientific emulation and propagates their fame. If ever I get 
through this scene of politics and war, etc., etc., a Philosophical Society 
shall be established at Boston, if I have wit and address enough to 
accomplish it, some time or other.'' 

That John Adams does not mention Dr. Wistar's hospitable house, 
and the company met there, is attributable to the fact that the seat of 
government, and with it John Adams as its head, removed fix>m Phil- 
adelphia to Washington about the time that these receptions b^an* 
To account for their origin by saying that Dr. Wistar, on his return 
from Europe, attempted in his native city something modelled after the 
Italian conversazione or the French aoirSe seems unnecessary. The 
following explanation, given by Mr. Tyson, is much more reasonable : 
" Very soon after his marriage [with Miss Miffin, in 1798], if not 
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before, several of his friends were in the constant habit of meeting at his 
house on Sunday evenings. At that time he was a Professor in the 
University of Pennsylvania, and a gentleman much admired and re- 
spected for many estimable qualities. He would necessarily have nu- 
merous visitors, and, being supposed or known to be more at leisure 
on Sundays than on other nights of the week, it came to be more usu- 
ally selected by his guests. As his widow described these visits, they 
were rather voluntary than invited.^' 

As the years rolled on, they, however, became a regular institu- 
tion, the same friends meeting, week after week, in Dr. Wistar's house, 
at the southwest comer of Fourth and Prune Streets. We are also 
informed, Mrs. Caspar Wistar being the authority, that in 1811 the 
night of meeting was changed from Sunday to Saturday. It is pre- 
sumable that Mrs. Wistar herself had something to do with this change 
in the evening, as those were days when well-regulated housekeepers 
were not inclined to fevor Sunday entertainments. Certain it is that 
die smiled upon the Saturday Wistarians by providing for them a more 
generous fiire, adding ice-creams and raisins and almonds (shades of 
our ancestors ! was dyspepsia a later discovery ?) to the Sunday regalfi 
of cakes and wine. Even then the name of Sybarite could not be ap- 
plied to those early convives : the terrapin and oyster decadence was 
of much later date. A table was seldom spread. The number of guests 
varied from ten to fifty, but usually included between fifteen and twenty- 
five persons. The invitations were commenced in October or November, 
and continued to March or April. During this period Dr. Wistar 
welcomed to his home, each week, his old friends and colleagues, and 
any strangers whom they chose to bring with them. 

In 1804 Dr. Wistar issued an invitation to his friends to meet 
Baron von Humboldt, the great naturalist, and his young friend the 
botanist Bonpland, who stopped in Philadelphia on their return from a 
scientific expedition through Mexico and the West Indies. Here also 
was introduced the latest sensation, in the form of Captain Kiley, long 
a prisoner among the Arabs ; also the learned and eccentric Dr. Mitchill, 
first Surgeon-General of New York, later satirized by Halleck and 
Drake in " The Croakers -^ 

We hail thee I — ^mammoth of the State, 

Steam frigate on the waves of physic, 
Equal in practice or debate 

To cure the nation or the phthisic I 

Dr. Hoeack, of the same city, who was present at the fatal duel 
between Hamilton and Burr, was another early guest; while under the 
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formal organization of 1818, and in a time nearer our own, England's 
most brilliant novelist recalls an evening spent at what he is pleased to 
call a " Whister party/' 

It is not strange that Philadelphians were glad to take the guests 
of the city to these parties, where was gathered together, both in the 
last century and in this, the best that our New World civilization could 
produce, whether of talent and learning or of courtly grace and good 
breeding, and here down all the varied years has flashed that genial 
flow of wit without which no social gathering is complete. Here, in 
early days, came the learned and witty Abb6 Correa de Serra, Portu- 
guese minister to the United States, and Dr. John W. Francis, of New 
York, whose wit and social qualities were said to resemble those of 
the much-loved Lamb; and later came Kobert Walsh and Joseph 
Hopkinson, both distinguished for their brilliant colloquial abilities, 
while Nicholas Biddle would save for the learned brotherhood his freshest 
bon moty and Dr. Nathaniel Chapman would bring hither his most 
irresistible witticism. 

If the older physicians, whose portraits were recently collected at 
the centenary of the Collie of Physicians, could step down from 
their frames, after the fashion of a scene in a well-known drama, we 
should have before us, in propria peraonaf a number of Dr. Wistar's 
guests of the medical fraternity. Prominent among these was Dr. 
Benjamin Hush, physician, philanthropist, and statesman, combining 
indeed so many gifts that, like some plants of various characteristics, it 
is almost impossible to classify him. Perhaps in a larger sense than 
it can be said oi most men, even of the good doctor, he belonged to 
humanity. 

Another frequent guest was Dr. Adam Kuhn, who studied in Edin- 
burgh, and brought home treasures of learning as his contribution to 
this " feast of reason." Here were also the Shippens, father and son, — 
both Williams, both practising at the same time, and both so eminent 
that they have frequently been conftised by the historian. An honor- 
able line of Shippens, in different callings, but notably in law and 
medicine, has come from that Edward Shippen of whom Boston was 
not worthy, and who, afl«r being lashed and driven through the town 
at the cart's tail, because, forsooth, good Puritans couldn't abide good 
Quakers, came to Philadelphia in 1693, to be its first mayor and the 
founder of a distinguished family. Here also shone the kindly fiu*e of 
Dr. Samuel Powel Griffitts, who seems to have brought with him, 
wherever he went, an atmosphere of "peace and good will to men." 
And here, these gatherings being formed of men of various callings 
and professions, came such lawyers as William Rawle, who was ready 
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to discuss theology as well as law, — ^perhaps a little readier to talk 
of the one than of the other. One day he is writing his notes on 
the Constitution of the United States, while again such subjects aa 
Original Sin and the Evidences of Christianity engage his versatile 
pen. 

Among these legal gentlemen who were frequent guests of Dr. 
Wistar were William Tilghman of Maryland, later Chief Justice of 
Pennsylvania, who in an interesting biographical sketch has embalmed 
the memory of his host ; Greorge Clymer, statesman and patriot, whose 
name is appended to the Declaration ; and Peter Du Ponceau, who, al- 
though a Frenchman, had an ardent admiration for American institu- 
tions and the primitive simplidiy that characterized the old Quaker 
r^irM in Philadelphia. These and many more, among them John 
Heckewelder, the Moravian missionary, a member of the Philosophical 
Society, an intimate of Wistar, and a correspondent of Du Ponceau, who 
later translated his interesting work on Indian manners and customs into 
the French. Here also was John Vaughan, the Unitarian philanthropist, 
of whom Dr. William H. Furness has said that ^^ he represented this 
city as fidthfiilly as its own name * Brotherly Love.' *' Did they meet 
and talk together, these two at the extreme poles of doctrine, the devout 
Moravian and the Arian whose life was consecrated to the service of 
his brother man ? If they did, and they in their discourse fell upon 
such subjects as engage the characters in ^^ Paradise Lost'' and the 
^^ Divina Commedia," we may be sure that in their large mutual love 
for mankind th^ found abundant sympathy. 

Nor melted in the acid waters of a creed 
The ChristiaD pearl of charit7. 

A goodly company, among whose members there is no one more 

worthy to be remembered than the host, generally known as Dr. Caspar 

Wistar, Jr., being descended from another Caspar Wistar, who came to 

this country in 1717. We are informed by a Grerman scholar and a 

genealogist that all the Wisters, whether ter or tor, come from one 

common stock in Germany, where the name is written Wuster, and 

that Caspar, who came to Philadelphia in 1717, son of Hans Caspar 

and Anna Katerina Wuster or Wister, in having a deed of conveyance 

prepared was put down Wistar by the clerk. This mistake he did not 

take the trouble to correct, and from this first Caspar has come a line 

of tor«, of which Dr. Caspar Wistar, Jr., was the most distinguished. 

A second son of old Hans Caspar Wister, of Hilsbach, Germany, 

coming over later, had his papers made out properly, according to the 
Vol. XXXIX.— 64 
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Grerman orthography of the name^ and thus established the Philadelphia 
line of ier%. We venture to give this rather lengthy explanation in 
view of the feet that the spelling of Wister has been a fertile subject 
of discussion in the Quaker City for some years^ and because it is a 
most reasonable one^ as will be admitted by all who have studied the 
records of past generations. In old letters and papers of the last century 
it is not unusual to find a surname variously spelled in the same letter, 
or even on the same page. This is notably the case in the voluminous 
"Penn and Logan Correspondence," where Jenings and Jennings, 
Ashton and Assheton, Blathwaite and Blathwayt, used interchangeably, 
hopelessly confuse the reader. 

A student of the schools of Edinburgh, Professor in the Coll^ 
of Philadelphia, and later in the University, Dr. Wistar has the honor 
of being the author of the first Amerimi treatise on anatomy. Eminent 
as a physician, teacher, and man of science, this large-brained and busy 
man found life incomplete without a cultivation of its social side. 

It is to be regretted that Mr. Vaughan, Mr. Du Ponceau, or the 
learned Dr. Benjamin Kush, who at times used a pen with a humorous 
nib, or some of the other habibUs of these unique gatherings, have 
not left us some pleasant and gossiping reminiscences of the Wistar 
Club, that would make, us as femiliar with these old figures as con- 
temporaneous writers have made us with the frequenters of the Kit- 
Cat Club, where the wits of Queen Anne's time gathered, or that later 
circle at the Turk's Head, dominated by the great burly figure of the 
dictionary-maker. Grarrick, Reynolds, and all the rest are grouped 
about him ; and Boswell is ever at hand, taking notes. Did humble 
Boswell realize that he was painting pictures for the future, as well as, 
even better than, the el^ant Sir Joshua, who sat near him ? Groldsmith 
was at it too, giving us life as it was, not some fanciful picture of it ; 
and to them we owe it that these men live before us now. This is the 
nearest approach that we can find to such a picture, and this, from the 
pen of the late Chief-Justice Tilghman, gives us only one figure, when 
we would like to be presented to the whole company. 

Afler dwelling upon the modest dignity and bland courtesy of Dr. 
Wistar's bearing as President of the Philosophical Society, and the 
ardor with which he excited its members to diligence in collecting, 
before it was too late, the perishing materiab of American history, 
Mr. Tilghman says, " The meetings of this committee he [Dr. Wistar] 
regularly attended. It was their custom, after the business of the 
evening was concluded, to enter upon an unconstrained oonvensatioii on 
literary subjects. Then, without intending it, our lamented fiiend would 
insensibly take the lead ; and so interesting were his aneodotes^ and ao 
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just his remarks^ that, drawing close to the dying embers, we often 
forgot the lapse of time, until warned by the unwelcome clock that we 
had entered on another day." 

Here is another, from a writer signing himself " Antiquary," which 
has a touch of life in it, and shows the good doctor's ready tact in 
setting a gauche stranger at his ease. Mr. John Vaughan introduced 
into the learned circle what the narrator is pleased to call " a living, 
live Yankee, a specimen of humanity more rare," he says, " forty or 
fifty years ago than now." It would appear that this compatriot was 
received into the company with emotions similar to those awakened, 
later, by the advent of the "American Cousin" in England. "He 
was," says the writer, " a man remarkable for his mechanical turn of 
mind, but entirely unused to society. No workshop could turn out a 
more uncouth individual. I was standing near the door when John 
Vaughan brought him in. Between the blaze of light, the hum of 
conversation, and the number of well-dressed men, he was completely 
overcome, and sank into the first chair he could reach. Mr. Vaughan 
could not coax him out of it, and I expected every minute the door 
opened that he would make a bolt for the street. Presently Dr. Wistar, 
who had the happy knack of suiting his conversation to all ages and 
classes, was introduced to the shy Yankee. Soon the ice was broken, 
and I saw the shy mechanic conversing freely with scientific men, 
explaining to them his views upon mechanism, etc." 

When, in 1818, the good old doctor went out to join " the innumer- 
able company," the little circle here, which he had drawn together, 
resolved to commemorate the pleasant meetings at his house, and to 
keep fresh his memory, by forming an organization called the Wistar 
Parties. This is, in brief, the raiaon d^Ure of the association, as given 
by a subsequent member, Mr. Job R. Tyson, in his interesting paper 
entitled "Sketch of the Wistar Party," read before that honorable 
society September 26, 1845. He says, " I have ascertained that the 
following gentlemen, in the autumn of the year 1818, formed them- 
selves into an association and agreed to give three parties every year, 
during the season : William Tilghman, Robert M. Patterson, Peter S. 
Du Ponceau, John Vaughan, Reuben Haines, Robert Walsh, Jr., Zao- 
cheus Collins, and Thomas C. James." There were only eight to begin 
with ; in 1821 the number had increased to sixteen, and in 1828 to 
twenty-four. 

Mr. Tyson tells us that two essential laws of the existence of the 
organization were, "^«^ that no one is eligible to membership who 
is not a member of the American Philosophical Society ; and second, 
that unanimity is necessary to a choice." Numerous r^ulations were 
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addedy " which," he says, " with some modifications, have since been 
observed." 

The number of Philadelphians who could be invited to one party 
was twenty, and these it appears were picked citizens, selected rather for 
their attainments and attributes than for their ^^ long descent." With 
r^ard to the nimiber of strangers invited, no limit was set. 

The members were pledged to attend themselves, and procure the 
attendance of strangers, punctually at the hour of eight o'clock ; and 
^' the sumptuary code enjoined, as consentaneous with the scheme and 
objects in view, that the entertainments should be marked by unexpen- 
sive, if not frugal, simplicity." No tea, coffee, cakes, or wine were 
to be served before supper. It was reconmiended that the collation 
consist of one course, and so prepared as to dispense with the use of 
knives at table. No ice-creams were allowed. This in 1828. 

In 1835 Mr. Job R. Tyson bought Dr. Caspar Wistar's old house, 
at Fourth and Prune Streets, when once more it opened its doors to the 
learned and jovial brotherhood. 

In 1840 the number of citizens who could be invited was raised 
to forty, while in the years succeeding their organization many guests 
from over the sea, and from the different States of the Union, had been 
welcomed to the Wistar Parties. One of the latter writes, — 

^^ During my stay in Philadelphia I was present at several of these , 
Wistar meetings, and always returned from them with increased con- 
viction of their beneficial tendency. 

^^ These meetings are held by rotation at the houses of the different 
members. The conversation is generally literary or scientific, and, as the 
party is usually very large, it can be varied at pleasure. Philosophers 
eat like other men, and the precaution of an excellent supper is by no 
means found to be superfluous. It acts, too, as a gentle emollient on 
the acrimony of debate. No man can say a harsh thing with his mouth 
frill of turkey, and disputants forget their differences in unity of enjoy- 
ment." 

Better known abroad in the early part of the oentuiy than any 
other American city, all travellers of consequence came to Philadelphia. 
Among these we find such men as General Moreau, counted after 
Bonaparte the greatest general in the French Republic ; the younger 
Murat, who married Miss Fraser, of Philadelphia; the Marquis de 
Grouchy, whose name will be forever associated with the defeat of 
Waterloo ; the poet Moore, whose singing drew tears from the eyes of 
Mrs. Joseph Hopkinson ; the Prince de Canino, son-in-law of Joseph 
Bonaparte, ex-king of Spain, who, himself residing at Bordentown until 
1830, was doubtless a guest of the Wistar Association, although^ after 
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the &8hion of princes, it was his pleasure to entertain rather than to 
be entertained. These and many more, including President Madison, 
and the \ntt7 and able Vii^inia gentleman William Short, who, as 
secretaiy of lotion under Thomas Jefferson, chargS-d'affidres to the 
French Republic, and minister to Spain and the Netherlands, had seen 
much of foreign official and social life. An acquaintance of Talleyrand, 
himself a diplomatist, Ufe abroad offered Mr. Short many attractions, 
which a friend and contemporary assures us were more than balanced 
by the terrors of the sea, which mLced him in the form of sea-sickness. 
This gentleman^ a surviving member of the Wistar Association of 1837, 
recalls no social intercourse in Old- World cities more delightful than 
that of this informal club. Of the conversational powers of William 
Short, and of Robert Walsh, editor of the National Oaaette, he speaks 
with enthusiasm. 

While on a visit to Philadelphia in 1825, the Duke of Saxe-Weimar 
makes the following entry in his journal : " At Mr. Walsh's I found a 
numerous assem^bly, mostly of scientific and literary gentlemen. This 
assembly is called ^Wistar Party.' . . . The conversation generally 
relates to literary and scientific topics. I unexpectedly met Mr. E. 
Livingston in this assembly. I was also introduced to the mayor of 
the city, Mr. Watson, as well as to most of the gentlemen present, 
whose interesting conversation afforded me much entertainment.'' 

This German nobleman, who was well "wined and dined" in old 
Philadelphia, seems to have possessed a happy faculty of repljring aptly 
to the pretty compliments paid him and his country by Judge Peters, 
Mr. IngersoU, and other social magnates of the period. To the toast 
" Weimar, the native country of letters," he replied, with ready wit, 
"Pennsylvania, the asylum of unfortunate Germans." Can we not 
hear the laughter and applause that greeted that toast? They were not 
allowed to subside, either, as the venerable Judge Peters followed the 
toast with a song which he had composed the previous evening, and 
which he sang with great vivacity and spirit. Are there any such 
gatherings now, and do our octogenarians sing songs of their own 
composing with vivacity? 

The Duke of Saxe-Weimar describes another Wistar Party, this 
at the house of Colonel Biddle, at which John Quincy Adams, then 
President of the United States, was a guest. Of him he says, " The 
President is about sixty years old, of rather short stature, with a 
bald head, and of a very plain and worthy appearance. He speaks 
little, but what he does speak is to the purpose. I must confess that 
I seldom in my life felt so true and sincere a reverence as at the 
moment when this honorable gentleman, whom eleven millions of 
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people have thought worthy to elect as their chief magistrate^ shook 
hands with me/^ 

In the same year Chief-Justice Tilghman records a Wistar Party 
held at his house, at which were present such citizens as Koberts Vaux, 
Mathew Carey, the Irish protectionist, his son Henry C. Carey, political 
economist and writer, Joseph Hopkinson, the elder Peale, who had 
studied at the Royal Academy in London and came home to paint 
portraits of Washington and his generals. Dr. Frederick Beasley, and 
many more, with a sprinkling of foreigners, — Mr. Pedersen, minister 
from Denmark to the United States, the Prince de Canino, who was an 
enthusiastic ornithologist. Colonel Beckwith, who had left a 1^ upon the 
field of Waterloo, and several French chevaliers. The whole company, 
numbering about one hundred, was regaled with chicken salad, oysters, 
ices, wine, punch, and the like, at an expense of twenty-four dollars 
and eighty-nine cents. This moderate sum, the accurate transcriber 
tells us, included the whiskey for the punch, the spermaceti candles, 
oa for the lamps, and extra fire in one x^m. 

Written invitations to the Wistar Parties seem to have been used up 
to 1835, when Mr. Vaughan first speaks of a printed invitation. This 
bore the quaint queued head of Dr. Wistar, and is in all respects similar 
to that issued by the Wistar Association redimvua of 1886. 

In 1838 and 1839 printed lists appeared, naming the hosts of the 
season, and giving the dates of the several entertainments. To these 
were appended sumptuary regulations, which were of course born to 
die. Just when the terrapin, game, croquette, and like dainties replaced 
the original decanters, flanked with ices, cakes, and one substantial 
course, Mr. Tyson does not record. When the terrapin came, however, 
it came to stay, until the hot discussions incident to the disturbances of 
the late civil war routed it and the guests alike. 

Thackeray carried away from Philadelphia such pleasant recollections 
of the Wistar Parties, and the mirth and good cheer there enjoyed, that 
he thus refers to them in a letter written to Mr. William B. Reed from 
Washington in 1853. He has just heard of the death of his friend 
Mr. William Peter, British Consul to Philadelphia. " Saturday I was 
to have dined with him, and Mrs. Peter wrote saying he was ill with 
influenza : he was in bed with his last illness, and there were to be no 
more Whister parties for him. Will Whister himself, hospitable pig- 
tailed shade, welcome him to Hades ? And will they sit down — no, 
stand up— to a ghostly supper, devouring the tfdtfiooq tpoxaq of oysters 
and all sorts of birds ?'' Something else than the mighty oysters im- 
pressed the genial novelist, and that was the &ce and figure of John 
Irwin, a well-known head-waiter, who so resembled the terrapin over 
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which he presided that Thackeray has, in a few rapid pencil-strokes, 
put him down on paper as a fine specimen of a diamond-back. Those 
who still remember Irwin's great paunch and shining face will recog- 
nize his portrait in Mr. Thackeray's "Orphan of Pimlico.*' Thus, 
this latter-day Bogle, although there arose in his time no poet, like 
Nicholas Biddle, to embalm his virtues in humorous verse, has, like 
the " colorless colored man,'* been immortalized by the hand of genius* 

The pleasing side of Philadelphia social life must have left its im- 
press upon the receptive mind of Thackeray, as he writes from Switzer- 
land in July of the same year, " Since my return from the West, it was 
flying from London to Paris, and viae versa, dinners right and left, 
parties every night. If I had been in Philadelphia I could scarcely 
have been more feasted. Oh, you unhappy Reed I I see you (after 
that little supper with McMichael) on Sunday at your own table, when 
we had that good Sherry-Madeira, turning aside from the wine-cup with 
your pale face ! That cup has gone down this well so often (meaning 
my own private cavity) that I wonder the cup isn't broken, and the 
well as well as it is. ... I always remember you and yours, and 
honest Mac, and Wharton, and Lewis, and kind fellows who have been 
kind to me and I hope will be kind to me again." The " Mac" is 
evidently Mr. Morton McMichael, to whose whiskey punch Mr. Thack- 
eray alludes with tenderness in another letter, and who is described by 
all who knew him as the most genial of men, a very " king of good 
fellows." So great were his social talents that, like Shenstone's French- 
woman who could " draw wit out of a stone," he possessed the power 
to redeem from stagnation the dullest of dinners by his happy faculty 
of giving his best and leading others to do the same. 

The "Lewis" alluded to by Mr. Thackeray is Mr. William D. 
Lewis, more recently dead ; another delightftil dinner-talker. Possessed 
of rare bonhommie, and ftimished with a ftmd of anecdotes of travel, — 
for he had lived some years in Russia, — ^he brought mirth and cheer 
into the circles to which he was welcomed, and was even known, on 
occasions, to sing some familiar household verses, as " Home, Sweet 
Home," in the Russian language, to th^-great amusement, if not to tihe 
edification, of his hearers. 

In 1842, Mr. Tyson records, only two of the original members of 
1818 survived, Dr. R. M. Patterson and Robert Walsh. The kindly 
face of Mr. Vaughan (Johnny Vaughan, as his intimates called him), 
first Dean of the Wistar Association, had only lately disappeared fix)m 
the circle. Although death had sadly thinned the ranks of original 
membership, a number of honored names filled the blanks: among 
these, Horace Binney, William Meredith, John Sergeant, Joshua Francis 
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Fisher^ Judge E^ane^ Langdon Cheyes^ firom South Carolina, Thomas 
Isaac Wharton, Dr. Isaac Hays, physician and writer, Dr. Franklin 
Bache and his friend Dr. George B. Wood, closely associated in medical 
literature, Dr. Charles D. Meigs, and Moncure Robinson, Esq., who, 
among the many who have come and gone, still recalls delightful even- 
ings spent at the Wistar Parties. Dr. Isaac Lea was in 1843 Dean of 
the association, which office he held until the stirring events of ^60 and 
^61 scattered its members, not again to unite until 1886, within a few 
months of his death, when he was succeeded in this office by his son, 
Mr. Henry C. Lea. 

Writing during this hiatus of many years. Dr. Greorge B. Wood 
says, — 

" I have always r^arded the Wistar Club not merely as an orna- 
mental feature of Philadelphia society, but as a very useful institution ; 
bringing as it did persons together of various pursuits, who would not 
otherwise perhaps have met, thus removing prejudices and conciliating 
friendly feeling ; and, by a r^ulation r^arding strangers which gave 
each member the right to introduce one or more to the meetings, fiidli- 
tating their intercourse with citizens, and contributing to the reputation 
of our city for hospitality.^' It may be that these words hold something 
of a prophecy for the future, as well as a risumi of the past ; and now 
that the old-time invitation, bearing the '^ hospitable pig-tailed^' head 
of the founder, has once more begun to circulate, an important influence 
may be exercised by it, in drawing together the best and ablest of the 
various professions and callings of this city, and in affijrding, as of 
old, a pleasant and informal means of entertaining stranger guests. 
Such a club as this forecasts a meeting-ground where British and Con- 
tinental scientists and literati, professional men and men of affairs, may 
clasp hands with American workers on the same lines ; where the large 
philanthropy of England may meet an even larger New- World philan- 
thropy ; where, under some hospitable roof, questions in social and polit- 
ical science, or the latest discovery in chemistry or physics, may be dis- 
cussed over croquettes and oysters, and with a dash of hock or sherry 
(no sparkling wines are allowed) the seas that wash widely-separated 
shores shall be bridged in an instant, and, meeting on some congenial 
ground of knowledge, of thought, or of interest. Old and New World 
denizens shall feel the delightAil thrill of a conmion brotherhood. 

Anne H. Wharton. 
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THE EXCHANGED CRUSADER. 

WHILE looking over my last yearns diary, the other evening, my 
eye chanced to fall upon the following entry, under the date of 
May 14 : " The fact that I have the misfortune to inhabit my ancestral 
halls is certainly no reason why I should be pestered half to death by 
the unruly spirits of my forefathers. Not only is it unkind, but also 
unjust, for a spectral Crusader to come gliding into my bedchamber at 
all sorts of unseemly hours in the night-time. I need rest, my nerves 
are easily unstrung, and I cannot but feel that the first duty of a man 
is towards himself. Mem. — Get rid of the Crusader.^^ 

This brief extract from my private book truthfully represents, I 
believe, my feelmgs, at the time of writing, with regard to all shadoy 
sojourners from another world. Just now, however, I look back with 
sorrow, with longing, even with self-accusation and bitter reproaches, to 
the time when Sir William Ashcourt stalked grimly through the long, 
lonesome haUs of my castle in Wiltonshire during the dead waste and 
middle of the night. 

As for myself, there is little to say. I am a quiet, studious young 
nobleman, leaving the management of my estate to agents and confi- 
dential servants. For the past six years I have devoted my time to the 
collection, examination, and classification of material which I desired 
to incorporate in the extensive " History of Bents and Wages,'^ four 
vols, 8vo, published by me only two months ago. The subject is per- 
fectly matter-of-fact, as I am myself. There need be no hesitation in 
confessing it. Of course it goes without saying that I have never paid 
any rents or earned any wages, and it might be suspected by the laiiy 
thatT was scarcely qualified to undertake so extensive a discussion in 
what Carlyle has inappropriately termed the " dismal science.^* 

But I digress. It is a failing of mine, arising, no doubt, from a 
habit of arduous and long-continued digression. I was about to give 
some attention to a certain shadowy Crusader who once clanked mys- 
teriously up and down the halls and deserted rooms of my rambling 
half-house, half-castle, and who made regular visits to my sleeping- 
apartment at the hour of half-past two in the moming,-exoept on 
Fridays, when he came at a quarter before three. 

Now, I feel sure that no one will object if I treat the subject of 
Sir William Ashcourt, my ancestor, the Crusader, in an unconventional 
and straightforward manner. I know it is customary for writers upon 
the supernatural to approach so peculiar and serious an affair as a 
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ghost with some degree of respectful solemnity, I cannot do this. 
Critics must remember that I was born and grew to manhood in the 
same house with this uneasy spirit; they must remember that the 
earliest recollections of my childhood are connected with clanking 
armor, midnight visitations, and doleful sobs and lamentations from 
empty apartments. At first it is possible that these weird occurrences 
may have annoyed me ; lq fact, I believe they did annoy me. But it 
soon became an old story, and I lost all interest in the restless Sir 
William. Rarely could I prevail upon him to €nter into any conver- 
sation whatever, and when he did venture a word or two upon the 
weather or the price of consols it was with so cold and lugubrious an 
intonation that I derived but little comfort from his presence. It often 
struck me, after some particularly frozen commonplace of my deceased 
ancestor, that he would make a splendid appearance responding to toasts 
at a public dinner. Once I even tried to prevail upon him to attend, 
as my guest, a banquet given by the " Society for the Protection of 
Door-Bells and Plate-Glass Windows," of which I am a member. . In 
declining this honor the manner and attitude of Sir William were so 
repellent, so painfully embarrassed, that I have always looked back to 
the rejection of my offer with the most poignant regret. 

The unsociable nature, unseemly hours, and old-fashioned dress of 
the Crusader were, of course, a trial to me. I should have passed them 
by, however, had it not been for certain serious developments. The ex- 
istence of Sir William as an attachi of the manor-house had been noised 
abroad, and a charming young woman of the neighborhood once flatly 
refiised my proffered heart and hand because she was unwilling to live 
under the same roof with a spectml Crusader who fairly assassinated 
sleep with his uncanny groaning. Naturally enough, this episode caused 
me some chagrin. 

The proverbial last straw was reserved for that breathless interval 
between the completion and the publication of my " History of Bents 
and Wages." I found that I was in need of funds with which to ftir- 
ther the briuging out of my work, and, since my property was con- 
siderably tied up, I decided to sell a part of the manor-house to some 
quiet single gentleman or a middle-aged married couple without children. 
The house was larger than I had need of, and I had no doubt that 
some satisfactory arrangement could be made. But in entering upon 
negotiations I discovered that no one would consent to take up his 
abode anywhere near a restless, armored spirit. When I learned the 
state of things from my financial agent the accumulated indignation 
of years crystallized in a settled determination to be rid of my ancestor 
once for all. 
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I was but a short time in formulating a plan to accomplish mj 
purpose. Not far away lived a friend of mine. He was a compara- 
tive stranger in the neighborhood, having moved in but recently. He 
was, like myself, a literary man, and he made a specialty of weird tales, 
something in the style, he said, of those Americans, Hawthorne and 
Poe. I called on this Bohemian novelist. He was glad to see me, 
and met me at the door with a delighted exclamation. 

" Ah, Ashcourt,^' (I am named after my ancestor, William Ash- 
oourt,) " you are just the man of all others that I wanted to see.'' 

" Indeed P' I replied : ^^ then our tastes are the same. I will come 
in ; for I have some peculiar business to transact with you.'' 

"Is that so? Step into the library, then, and we will sit and 
smoke while you unburden your mind." With these words my host 
ushered me into a cosey little back-parlor, where he kept his desk and 
books. He then produced a box of Maduros, and we puffed away for 
a few moments in silence. This silence I was the first to break. 

" May I inquire, Frank Murchison," said I, " whether you will 
continue to write these fantastic and grotesque absurdities which at 
present you are affecting ?" 

" You may," he answered. 

" Well, are you so intending ?" 

" I am so intending." 

"Then," said I, "I have a proposition to make. Is your wife 
out of hearing?" 

" Yes, I think so." 

" Are the children out at play ?" 

" I can prove that by the logical rule of exclusions. They are al- 
ways either eating, sleeping, or playing. As this chances to be neither 
eating-time nor sleeping-time, why, of course they are out at play. 
You have no children, Will. If they ever come to your home you will 
find that they have their pleasing little peculiarities." 

" Is the door locked ?" I inquired. 

" It is now." He locked it as he spoke, and returned to his seat. 
" But why this air of impenetrable mystery ?" 

I drew my chair up close to his, and, placing one hand on his knee, 
commenced the relation of my plan for getting rid of the Crusader : 

" The reason I am so secretive about this matter, Frank, is because 
I want you alone to partake of my confidence. What I am about to 
say is between us two. Let it go no further. You know something 
about my disembodied ancestor, Sir William Ashcourt, late aide-de- 
camp of Coeur-de-Lion and minister-plenipotentiary and envoy-extraor- 
dinary to Saladin, Prince of the Saracens, do you not ?" 
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He nodded^ and I continued : 

" After mature deliberation, I have unwillingly come to the conclu- 
sion that I have no use for Sir William Ashcourt. He annoys me 
dreadfully with his groans and glidings and icy hands. I have no use 
for him at all in my line of studies. The only ghost in political econ- 
omy that has to be exorcised with bead and ball is the ghost of the 
French Revolution. Sir William is considerably too archaic to be of 
any assistance to me. In short/he bores me horribly, with his clanking 
armor and crude mode of life.*' 

I paused a moment, and said, musingly,— 

" Still, the Crusader was a remarkable man, — a very remarkable 
man indeed." And I pretended to fall into a revery over the numer^ 
ous admirable qualities of my long-since departed ancestor. 

"When were you intending to come to the point?" asked Frank, 
in his matter-of-fact way. I dropped my voice to an impressive 
whisper. 

" I have thought," said I, — " I have thought that he might be of 
considerable use to you. He is right in your line ; and, if you had the 
opportunity to study him up, you could employ him as a central figure 
in countless tales and sketches. What do you say to taking him off 
my hands ?" 

He pondered, a moment, and then answered, slowly, — 

" I scarcely know what to say to so unusual a proposal. Are you 
not afraid he might frighten the children?" 

"My dear fellow 1 what if he does, at first? They will soon be- 
come accustomed to him, and will learn to love him. I assure you, a 
family ghost is both broadening and elevating. Candidly speaking, I 
believe that I owe my success as a thinker and theorizer in political 
economy entirely to constant association with Sir William. His airy 
form, his power of vanishing into nothing when scrutinized too doeely, 
his impenetrable cloak of unreality, his solemn speechlessness on lead- 
ing questions, his atmosphere of omniscience, — all have inspired me, 
all have influenced and moulded the character of my mind." 

Frank still demurred a little, and I played another trump-card : 

" Then only think, for a moment, what an air of respectability and 
solidity is conferred upon a family that can boast of a ^household 
haunt.' I shall agree, of course, never to make public our little trans- 
action, and your acquaintances will imagine that the Crusader is one 
of your own ancestors. In all kindness, Frank, your family is not so 
ancient as mine, and you cannot afford to let slip so generous an ofier 
as I am now making. Imagine, if you please, a nervous old lady sleep- 
ing quietly in your spare bedroom. Enter the Crusader. He plaoes 
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one cold hand upon her brow and with the other points upward. She 
wakes. She screams. The Crusader makes the sign of the cross and 
vanishes^ leaving the visitor, you desire to impress, in an agony of terror. 
Hearing her outery, you send up a carefoUy-trained maid, who assures 
the old lady — ^through the keyhole — that ' it is only Sir Conrad Mur- 
chison, our ancestor. Knight Templar, you know. Died fighting the 
Turks around Jerusalem. Don't be frightened. He won't hurt you.' 
I tell you, Frank, Sir William may be worth money in your pocket, 
merely as a social distinction. He will at once give you rank with the 
titled aristocracy. You cannot afford to let this chance pass by un- 
heeded. Such an offer may never be repeated." 

At this Frank Murchison visibly wavered. I watched his mobile 
countenance with ill-concealed deUght at what I had discovered there. 

" Ashcourt," said he, " I would take the Crusader off your hands, 
if I thought he would stay with me. Perhaps he might object." 

" No trouble about that," I exclaimed. " I shall see to it that you 
get him and that he stays with you." 

" It is a bargain," said Frank. " What is the consideration ?" 

"Very moderate. Give me that two-volume folio edition of Hill's 
^ Encydopsedia of Social Statics and Comparative Philology.' You 
do not need such a book." 

" Done !" he cried. I took one volume of the encyclopsedia under 
each arm, and rose to go. Frank kindly put on my hat for me. 

"My dear Murchison," I remarked, in parting, "I congratulate 
you on the treasure you have secured. The Crusader is docile, affec- 
tionate, harmless. He is all that a self-respecting ghost should be. 
You will find the technique of his groan admirable; and as for his 
felicitous rendition of the armor-clank and spectral glide, I cannot 
speak for emotion: whenever I think of the faultless aplomb with 
which Sir William executes those difl&cult passages, my eyes grow wet 
with tears. Yes, he has had years of practice, and by this time ought 
to have acquired a delicate interpretation of the ghost-character. He 
is far superior to an eighteenth-century ^ haunt.' I will send him 
around this evening shortly after midnight. Awajt his coming in this 
room. Good-afternoon." And I bowed myself out. 

As for persuading the Crusader to go, I had attended to that at 
least seven years before. I had the spirit of my great-great-great- etc. 
grand&ther completely in my power. He did not know this ; never- 
theless it was true, and on that very night I meant to break the news 
to him as gently as possible. 

At precisely twelve o'clock, midnight, the Crusader clanked gloomily 
into the donjon-keep of the castle end of my manor-house. It was his 
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custom to clank in at that hour. I was there before him^ had built a 
cheerful fire, and was sittmg comfortably back in an easy-chair when 
the spectre entered. Another chair^ with plush seat and patent rockers^ 
was placed opposite my owh for the convenience of the ghostly visitor. 
When Sir William glided and clanked into the warm firelight, I 
noticed that he was surprised to see me^ but, on the whole, pleased 
with my preparations for his reception. He sank noiselessly into the 
arm-chair provided for him, and, pushing up his visor, fixed his eyes 
on mine. I could see right through his shadowy armor, but was not 
specially disconcerted by the fact. As he sat there, motionless and 
silent, I half pitied him, and r^retted that I was compelled to take 
such a course with him. I poked the fire with the tongs and watched 
the red sparks fiy up the chimney. It was a great, black cavern of a 
chimney, and sparks had no trouble in losing themselves in its immen- 
sity. Finally, without looking directly at my ma-d-via, I said, melo- 
dramatically, — 

" Sir William, I have discovered the secret of your life.^' 

From the comers of my eyes I observed the mail-clad figure, and 
thought that it started perceptibly at this remark. I then placed one 
foot upon a large black stone in the floor of the cell, and, gazing fiill 
into the burning eyes of the Crusader, whispered, distinctly, — 

" Under this stone lies the treasure which you concealed." 

He gave a cry of rage, and asked, in what a novelist would prob- 
ably call " blood-curdling tones," — 

"Base mortal, how know'st thou that?" 

" It does not matter," said I, in reply to the impertinent question 
of Sir William. " That I know, is enough. Now listen to what I am 
about to say. I am unable. Sir William Ashcoutt, to appreciate your 
presence in this house. I have borne with you long. I find you to be 
a character in whom I can repose no confidence, from whom I can 
derive no benefit. I have made up my mind that you must go. I am 
heartily sorry to sever you from your accustomed haunts. Had you 
been more retiring in disposition, this might never have happened. As 
it is, I have disposed of you to my friend Frank Murchison, who lives 
in the fourteenth house due south of this. It is on the same side of 
the road, and you cannot miss it. I have promised Mr. Murchison 
that you will appear in his library between now and one o'clock. I 
hope you will go peaceably, and not force me to resort to extreme 
measures." 

During my speech. Sir William had been showing signs of the 
greatest agitation. He broke out in a terrified, discordant voice, one 
that quavered and trembled, — 
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" What then, minion, if I refuse to go ?" 

" I will tell you," said I, with stem decisiveness. " If you refuse 
to go, I shall dig up this treasure and place it in circulation." Sir 
William, interrupting at this point, gave an agonized groan. I con- 
tinued, " You know what is written in Froissart about you. I have 
learned that you were a murderous villain when upon earth, in your 
mortal body. This treasure was extorted by the most cold-blooded rob- 
bery of the poor. You would long since have been writhing on hot 
coals in Hades, had you not been permitted, according to a well-estab- 
lished custom, to remain as a ^ haunt* of the spot where your ill-gotten 
gains are concealed. I chanced to find this 'treasure, and have you in 
my power. Now, I swear to you, unless you accede to my demands 
I shall dig up this gold and these jewels and spefnd them ! Then your 
disembodied spirit will go down to its heated apartments below. That 
is the rule, as you are aware, in the case of every treasure-guarding 
ghost. As soon as the treasure is gone the ghost is called in as quickly 
as a ^ call loan' when the creditor fears that the debtor is unable to 
pay. But if you do accede to what I demand, I swear that I will 
never disturb this treasure. Were it not for our long acquaintance and 
my filial interest in you, I should exhume the chest and leave you to 
your doom. But I am not so heartless, and now give you a free choice 
between pleasant quarters with Frank Murchison or a bed of coals with 
the Old Nick. Which will you take ? I am immovable in this matter." 

I never saw a human being in greater mental distress than this 
ghostly Crusader. He sobbed, groaned, raved and tore up and down 
the cell, now clanking, now gliding, in the transport of his misery. 
He begged me on his bended knees to spare him. He pleaded his love 
for the old castle, his relationship to me, our old acquaintance, and a 
host of other things ; but I paid no attention. Looking at my watch, 
I said, — 

" You have four minutes more. I shall see Frank to-morrow. If 
he reports that you failed to put in an appearance on time, up comes 
the treasure and down goes the Crusader." 

With that my ancestor vanished. 

The next day, at about half-past four in the afternoon, I sauntered 
over to see Frank. Grathered in the front yard I found a large con- 
course of gigs and saddle-horses, and upon going into the house I dis- 
covered that it was thronged with doctors of all the ^^ opathies," besides 
two disciples of faith-cure, a clairvoyant, and an old woman who had 
a strong belief in the efficacy of herbs. Mrs. Murchison was in strong 
convulsions, each of the five children was having a fit, and Frank was 
rushing to and fix) like an escaped Bedlamite. 



996 T^E EXCHANGED CRUSADER. 

"What's all this?" said I, dragging my firiend aside. "Wasn't 
the Crusader what I represented him to be?'' 

" Docile, affectionate, harmless !" he gasped. " Waa he what you 
represented him to be? Great heavens, man ! he came into the house 
at dead of night, entered our sleeping-rooms, awoke my wife and chil- 
dren with his ear-splitting, mediaeval battle-cries, frightened them so 
that they will probably not recover, came down-stairs and cursed me in 
the most horrible language I ever conceived of, and then — ^and then — 
What do you think he did ? Come into the library, here. I'll show 
you." 

He shoved me into the darkened room. There, lying upon a 
divan, revealed by a single, dusty ray of half-excluded sunlight^ lay 
the shadowy form of the Crusader. To my horror, the head seemed 
missing. Frank pointed in silence to his desk. There, perched placidly 
on an open copy of the Bible, was the missing member. The visor of 
the helmet was lifted, and I saw that the features were in a state of 
peaceM repose. The eyes were closed, and a quiet smile seemed playing 
over the silent lips. Between the body and the head, on the floor, lay 
a keen yataghan, or Persian sword, belonging to my host. 

" Great heavens !" I echoed after Frank, " the Crusader has indeed 
committed suicide." 

" Yes," said Frank, angrily, " he has indeed committed suicide. It 
is a singular thing for a ghost to do, but he has done it. We cannot 
revive him by any means known to the medical profession." 

I waved my hand several times through the ethereal form upon the 
sofa. I could not destroy its shape, however, and when I desisted it 
was as if I had not disturbed it. 

" I am glad of one thing," said I. " From the expression of the 
Crusader's face, and the position of the head upon the open Bible^ I 
venture to hope that the old warrior has made his peace with heaven. 
That is certainly a consolation to us in our bereavement." 

^'Now, then, William Ashcourt," growled Frank, " I suppose, since 
the doubly deceased ancestor has eluded me, when you promised that 
he should do just the opposite, I suppose you will return the Hill's 
Encyclopaedia." 

There Was something in the tone of my friend that jarred un- 
pleasantly upon my sensibilities, and my resentment was immediately 
aroused. 

" I shall do no such thing," said I, simply. " It is not my &ult 
if the Crusader died on your hands. He was advanced in years, almost 
in his dotage, to tell the truth. You should have taken better care of 
him. You and some unknown turbaned Moslem are responsible for 
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the two deaths of this noble knight. I am indignant when I think of 
your criminal carelessness in leaving so dangerous a weapon where an 
excited ghost of suicidal disposition could get hold of it. His blood 
is on the head of the nameless Turk^ but his subsequent decapitation 
must be laid at the door of Frank Murchison.^' 

Frank said nothing. He beckoned one of the doctors, who was 
choking and pommelling a brother doctor of a different school in an 
adjoining room. The pugilistic man of pills desisted from his exer- 
tions and entered the library, leaving another doctor to take his place 
in the slight altercation in the cause of science. With the assistance 
of this medical adviser, Frank lifted the divan, carried it to the door, 
and let the wind of heaven strike the deceased spectre. It immediately 
vanished, like a wreath of morning mist before the sun. Frank then 
returned, took the head on the Bible, carried it to the same door, and 
watched it dissolve into thin air. He returned again and addressed 
himself once more to me : 

"Now, Mr. Ashcourt, will you kindly follow your confounded 
ancestor ?" 

I bestowed one withering look upon the ingrate novelist and silently 
walked out. 

I have since been sorry about the whole affair. I miss the clanking 
and gliding of Sir William, I have lost a friend, and the encyclopaedia 
contains little meat and much trash. The most remarkable feature of 
all, however, about the suicide of Sir William's ghost is yet to be re- 
lated. 

Besides the Crusader, there had been for some time in my house the 
spirit of my paternal great-grandmother's youngest sister. She waa a 
lady of much beauty of face and character, intelligent and attractive, 
and I had learned to enjoy her society and conversation more than 
would be thought possible. This lady swept into my study the night 
after my quarrel with Mr. Murchison, and I noted with surprise that 
she was in a state of great agitation. In a few moments she collected 
herself suflSciently to tell me that she had seen the ghost of the Cru- 
sader. " There he is now !" she cried, and pointed tremblingly to the 
door. I looked, but saw nothing. 

This was a revelation to me. It appears that ghosts have other 
ghosts to haunt them. Wonderful ! Of course the ghost of Sir Wil- 
liam's ghost was invisible to me, but to the ghost of my paternal great- 
grandmother's youngest sister it was not only visible but an object 
of terror. This was my first and only experience with the super* 
supernatural ; but the " London Society for Psychical Research," at my 

suggestion, is giving the matter careful attention. This learned body 
Vol. XXXIX.— 66 
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Visited my manor-house, and managed, in some occult way, to entrap 

the ghost of Sir William's ghost. Thej now have this ^' spirit of the 

second deeree/' as they call it. safely cafi:ed in a elass jar of peculiar 

.tape Jooi^-cUo.' W JT b'dXed b, ^ « be ^pen^ 

trable to ghosts of all d^rees below the fifth ; jost as a common glass 

jar is impenetrable to water and other liquids. A very learned member 

of the learned society has discovered what he calls a '^ psjcho-cheniical 

reagent for resolving ghosts of the second and third d^rees to ghosts 

of the first d^ree.'^ Although I do not pretend to understand this 

mysterious fluid^ I presume that in its effects it is similar to Homer's 

method of reducing cubic equations. I understand that there is a 

great anxiety on the part of the learned society to try this reagent on 

the ghost of the Crusader's ghost which they have in the jar. The 

trouble is that the stopper cannot be removed &om the jar without 

danger of the ghost's escaping. I await developments with interest. 

William Aihcourt. 



A COIN OF LESBOS. 

I THINK how long she held it with a smile 
(Her jealous lyre complaining on her breast), 
Dust thick on everything, and she, the while. 
Forgetting it and Phaon and the rest. 

With those great eyes, that had not longed as yet 
To lose their tears in kindred brine, ah me ! 

Fixed on its precious glimmer, " It will get— 
What will it get?" she murmured. " Let me see. 

" Some jewel that will more become my head 
Than withering leaves of laurel ? Nay, not so. 

At least, I think, some lovelier robe," she said, 
" Than any woman weareth that I know 1" 

So, years ere that deep Glass wherein she gazed 
With her last look had flashed it to the sun, 

So mused, I fancy, the most over-praised 
Of women who have ever sung on earth — save one ! 

Sarah M. B. JPiatL 



SOCIAL LIFE AT CORNELL. 999 



PRIZE ESSAY No. 3. 

SOCIAL LIFE AT CORNELL. 

THE life of all students at Cornell is practically the same during 
their first term. Hence an account of my own entry into coU^ 
will sum up the experiences of nine-tenths of the eight hundred students 
in the university. 

My first acquaintance with Cornell was made one hot September 
day in 1884. As I started from my hotel^ I was informed by my 
Sophomore guide that in going the one and a half miles to the uni- 
versity we should have a little hill to climb. I found this little hill 
an almost perpendicular rise of about five hundred feet. But every 
step was rewarded by a revelation of some fresh beauty in the scenery, 
and the summit was reached without fatigue. 

After spending the afternoon in looking over the universiiy mu- 
seums, laboratories, and shops, I returned to my hotel, convinced that 
there \^ no bette; place in America for a man to get ^In education,-^ 
conviction that has clung to me ever since. 

On the following day a fiiend and I started in search of a room. 
With the exertion of Sage Collie — ^a dormitory exclusively for lady 
students — and a &w dozen rooms in the college buildings^ no rooms are 
rented by the imiversity. Most of the students lodge in private houses 
located in the eastern half of the towii. We found prices for rooms 
ranging from one dollar and a half to five dollars, according to location, 
size, fiimiture, etc. Table board could be obtained for from two dollars 
and a half to six dollars. Our selection was soon made, and, thus set- 
tled, we were ready for work. Next day was r^iitration-day. About 
noon I climbed the hill, and was duly enrolled as a member of Cornell 
University. I was enabled to register without examination, as I held 
a New York State R^ent's pass-cards .in all studies required for ad- 
mission to my course. 

On the niorrow work began. I had to get to a recitation at eight 
A.M. But I awoke just as the university chimes b^an to ring at 7.45, 
and so lost my breakfast. Posted about the campus were notices call- 
ing a meeting of the Freshman class at one p.k. The first meeting of 
a class is always well attended; and at the appointed time a large 
number of Freshmen found themselves at the door of one of the 
lecture-rooms. This door was blockaded. Two or three dozen Sopho- 
mores had gotten into the room ahead of the Freshmen, and were 
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guarding the benches^ which had been piled against the door. For a 
few moments the Freshmen were puzzled. Another room was tried, 
but this too had been occupied. Then some Juniors appeared, and bj 
their advice the Freshmen determined to force the door of the room in 
which the meeting had been called. Back went the Freshmen, by 
this time rather excited. A panel of the door was kicked in, and the 
door forced open. The few Sophomores were hustled down-stairs, shut 
out, and the first meeting was held by the triumphant Freshmen. 

After this meeting was over I went down town, accompanied by six 
or eight fellow-Freshmen. Near the post-oflGlce we came upon a half- 
dozen Sophomores, one of whom was carrying a cane. The cane was 
seized by some of our number, and immediately each student began 
calling the year of his class. These cries of " '88 ^ and " '87 P' soon 
brought forty or fifty students to the spot, and a general miUe ensued. 

Our fun, however, was of short duration. Two policemen, also at- 
tracted by the class-calls, appeared, and, seizing two of the smallest of 
the combatants, dragged them towards the lock-up. The cane, a light 
one, had already been broken, and was now left unnoticed as the crowd 
followed the policemen. At the station-house the two offenders were 
fined three dollars each, and were then set at liberty, with the warning 
that another offence would be much more severely punished. 

Later in the evening a crowd of Freshmen and Sophomores gath- 
ered in the park, where they would be free from police interference, for 
the purpose of " rushing'' to a finish. The cane, a thick, stout stick, 
is placed between the two classes, and an equal number fi*om each class 
face each other with their hands upon it. When all is ready, an upper- 
class man gives the word, and the struggle b^ins. Each class seeks^ 
by pulling, pushing, and crowding, to get full possession of the cane. 
Coats, vests, shirts, are torn off; hats are tramped on ; noses bleed ; and 
every man's excitement is at its highest pitch. 

After a long fight the Sophomores succeeded in placing the cane in 
the hands of a Senior, and the rush was ended. We Freshmen went 
home crestfallen, while the Sophomores, forming a column, the Seniors 
carrying the cane at the head, marched through the sti'eets, making 
the town ring from time to time with the Cornell and class " yells." 

These " scrub" rushes continue until a final struggle is arranged by 
representatives selected from the two classes. Formerly this consisted 
of a rush similar to the one just described, except that all members of 
the class were expected to be present. Now, however, owing to the ex- 
aggerated reports sent to the papers, the faculty have stopped final rash- 
ing, and a game (this year a game of foot-ball) is substituted. This is 
contested by a few men selected from each class, and is foUowed hf a 
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demonstration of the successful class. The importance of this final 
contest arises from the fact that if the Freshmen are defeated they are 
forbidden^ by an unwritten law of the student body, to carry canes 
until after Thanksgiving. 

Every year rushing grows less and less frequent, and it is probably 
only a matter of time when it will wholly cease. Kough as these 
contests were, no one was ever seriously injured. They were fan- and 
square contests between fairly-matched forces of volunteers, and were 
surely much more honorable than hazing, the attack of a body of men 
upon a single individual, — ^a feature of college life which I am glad to 
say is absolutely unknown at Cornell. 

The final contest over, there is a cessation of class-hostilities until 
about the middle of the winter (January to March) term. Then come 
the class-banquets. Early in this term under-class-men meetings are 
held, at which ofl&cers and committees of arrangement are selected. 
The names of the ofl&cers and the dates of the banquets are kept secret 
as long as possible, but they usually leak out very soon. Then there is 
plotting and counterplotting on the part of members of each class to 
prevent the success of the other's banquet. 

The escapades that have occurred in these attempts are many. In 
one case the oflficers of the Freshman class were kidnapped, transported 
to a city near by, and detained until after the time appointed for the 
banquet. In another, the Sophomores succeeded by skilful manage- 
ment in securing and eating a supper prepared for the Freshmen. In 
none of these struggles does class-spirit affect personal relations. Warm 
personal friendship may coexist with bitter class-enmity. 

One other class-event occurs during the Freshman year. This is 
the " Cremation.'^ Early in the spring term preparations for this event 
are b^un. Priests, poets, pall-bearers, ghosts, and various other ap- 
pendages to a first-class funeral are elected ; a boat Is chartered ; a small 
coflfin is secured ; a keg or more of beer is often added ; and some 
evening about dusk the class sets out for a place down the lake. 

Arrived at the appointed spot, a procession is formed, and, with 
great solemnity and many touching remarks by the appointed speakers, 
the coflSn, with its contents, is consigned to the flames. And what 
are its contents ? Usually an O. W. J. algebra, always some text-book 
which by popular belief is exceedingly diflficult to master. After these 
mournful ceremonies the jolly crowd betakes itself to the boat, and, 
calling perhaps to give the "Aurora Female Academy^' a serenade, 
returns to Ithaca. The Sophomore " Excursion" occurs at about the 
same time, and is similar to the " Cremation," except that there is no 
cremation. 
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The only class-event of the Junior year is the Junior^romenade, — 
a decidedly dress affair^ occurring about the middle of the winter term, 
and attended not only by students and professors^ but by towns-people 
and others. The Senior year of course brings to an end the ooll^ 
course with the usual graduating exercises. 

In each class there is a society organized for social purposes^ which 
is handed down fi*om class to class. The outgoing members of each 
society elect a certain part of the members for the ensuing year from 
the next lower class. The members so elected choose the remaining 
members for the year fi*om their own class. Banquets are held by these 
societies from time to time during the year, which serve to unite mem- 
bers of the same class into a closer friendship with one another. 

These societies, however, have comparatively few members, and 
their influence upon the social life of the college is very slight. The 
student organization which undoubtedly exerts most influence upon 
Cornell life is the " Cornell University Christian Association,'' — ^the 
C. U. C. A. With a membership of over three hundred, it claims to 
be the largest coll^ Christian association in the world ; and its zeal 
may be seen from the fact that nine thousand dollars have recently been 
subscribed by its members towards the erection of a club building. At 
present the society occupies a room in one of the collie buildings. 
Though its aim is, of course, chiefly religious, it has great influence 
upon the social life of the university. At the gatherings which it 
occasionally holds, as well as at the regular religious services, acquaint- 
ances are formed between members of all classes more easily and more 
rapidly than they could be formed in any other way. The organiza- 
tion is strictly non-sectarian. Most of the prominent churches are, 
however, represented by smaller sectarian organizations, each exerting 
within its sphere an influence similar to that of the C. U. C. A. 

Socially the "chapters'' of the various Greek-letter fraternities 
are, next to the C. U. C. A., most important in Cornell life. Of the 
general organization of these societies it is sufficient to say that each 
" chapter" here is more or less closely connected with similar " chapters" 
existing in other colleges, and that all are under a parent society or 
governing body. To a certain extent, therefore, these societies serve 
to unite the student body throughout the country. 

At Cornell each " chapter" either owns or rents a house in some 
part of the town, or, in two cases, on the campus, and at this a few of 
its members usually live, while all meet here for social purposes. In 
a majority of these club-houses tiie expense of living is frt)m two 
hundred dollars to five hundred dollars more than the expense outside. 
Hence none but rather wealthy students can belong to these fratemities. 
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The chief advantage they offer the student is a close friendship with 
a namber of liberal^ obliging fellows who will as far as possible open 
to him any society to which they have access. Of course this carries 
with it disadvantages ; for you are bound to your fellow-sodety men as 
closely as they are bound to you^ and this loss of personal freedom de- 
tractSy in part at least^ from the advantage gained. About one-fourth 
of the students at Cornell belong to one or another of the fourteen 
Greek-letter fraternities represented here. The social life, however, 
differs in no respect from the social life of non-society men, except in 
their frequent meetings at the society house. 

Aside from the Greek-letter fraternities already referred to, there is 
also a society with a Greek-letter name which has for its object the 
control of class politics. Its membership comprises about one-eighth 
of the men in each of the three higher classes. The names of ito 
members are, as far as possible, kept secret until the latter part of the 
Senior year, and at any class-election this society selects its man and 
supports hi^ in a body. Three things aid them in securing his eleo- 
tion : (1) their nominee is not usually known, and will receive some 
votes from the students at large ; (2) he has the advantage of a solid 
vote from a large portion of the ckss; (3) the outside vote wiU be 
scattered among many competitors. Quite frequently, therefore, its 
candidate will be successfril. 

The other student organizations are — 1. The various technical and 
literary " associations of Cornell University,^' composed of students and 
professors especially interested in some branch of study, who hold 
r^ular open meetings at which the subjects in which they are interested 
are discussed, either by their own members or by specialists from the 
outside world. 2. The mock Congress, modelled after the United States 
Congress, which meets regularly every week and aims to give its 
members training in Parliamentary practice and in debate upon Uving 
political questions. 3. Societies and clubs devoted to the cultivation 
of the fine arts. 4. A host of other less important societies, like the 
Gun Club, the Hare and Hounds Club, the Chess Club, etc. 

One other organization ought to be noted. This is the '^ Students' 
Guild,'' designed to include all students. Money is raised by popular 
subscription and intrusted to the hands of a committee to be expended 
in the relief of students who through sickness are unable to meet their 
expenses. This organization has, of course, no effect upon social life, 
but it shows better than anything else could the willingness of one 
student to help another in all possible ways. 

The entertainment and society arising fix)m the social organizations 
among students form but a part of the social life of the student. Per- 
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haps the larger part comes from the towns-people. There are three 
ways by which the student may get an entrance into Ithaca society : 1, 
through the people with whom he rooms ; 2, through student friends 
acquainted in the town ; 3 (and chiefly)^ through social church gatherings. 

Besides the female society of the town, there are, of course, the one 
hundred young ladies at Sage, with whom the student becomes acquainted 
at the various receptions and social entertainments that occur on the 
hill. These ladies, the " co-eds.,'' are allowed to entertain friends in 
the Sage parlors until ten p.m., and may obtain the special permission 
of the matron to attend any entertainment in the town. They thus 
take a prominent place in collie society, though undoubtedly some- 
what neglected for their town sisters, who are able to entertain better 
(and longer) the young gentlemen calling upon them. 

Keceptions are occasionally given by the &culty, military balls take 
place under the management of the officers of the Cornell Battalion, 
select parties are formed for a ride or a dance, excursions are made down 
the lake, etc., so that hardly a week passes without bringing an oppor- 
tunity to squander an afternoon or an evening in the pleasure of general 
society. 

Nor is society all the attraction that tempts the student to leave his 
books. During the spring and fall term there are games of lacrosse, 
tennis, foot-ball, and base-ball, which, either as participants or as spec- 
tators, all lovers of out-of-door sport may enjoy. There are athletic 
contests between men of our own college, and intercollegiate games, 
which may for a little time occupy the chief place in college thought 
and conversation. In general, however, athletics receive very little 
attention except from those directly engaged in them. 

Then, too, there «re the various public entertainments of the town. 
They are always sure to be well patronized by the students; and, 
though some unpopular lecturer may be greeted with a shower of beans 
or some unlucky star see roll away from her the bouquet for which she 
stoops, yet any really artistic performance is sure of an appreciative 
audience. One billiard-hall, one beer- and one liquor-saloon (both 
furnishing such substantial refreshments as Limburger cheese, pretzels, 
etc., in addition to their liquid exhilarants), and two or three well-kept 
restaurants, receive a certain amount of student patronage. 

It will be seen, therefore, that no Cornell student is likely to want 
for amusement. I fancy, indeed, that the reader thinks that he is in 
danger of having too much rather than too little. There are, however, 
certain bounds which determine how much and partly what kind of 
pleasure he shall enjoy. 

Of course lack of wealth, personal unpopularity, peculiarity of 
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taste^ are among the accidental causes which may keep the student from 
anj or all of the pleasures named above. But much more important 
than anj of these things in determining his social life are the duties 
incidental upon a course here. It is a theory of the faculty at Cornell 
that men go to college chiefly to get an education. Hence any act that 
may appear to them to interfere with that purpose is subject to prompt 
punishment, varying in degree from a sharp reprimand to immediate 
expulsion. 

Directly, they make very few rules with regard to the acts of 
students. In the eight- or ten-page pamphlet labelled " Rules for the 
Guidance of Students'' you will find three short paragraphs devoted to 
" offences." One of these refers to the use of fire-arms on the campus, 
another to the responsibility of a voluntary witness to an offence com- 
mitted by another, and the third reads as follows: "Students found 
guilty of intoxication, gambling, or other gross immorality, or of 
hazing in any form, will be removed from the university/' Aside 
from this, perfect personal liberty is enjoyed by the student in the 
selection of his pleasures. Expulsions are exceedingly rare ; for another 
and much more powerful check is imposed by the faculty, which usually 
causes a man guilty of any of these offences to leave the university 
before he has been detected in them. I refer to the examinations. 

At the end of each term the professor or instructor prepares an ex- 
amination which shall test the work done by the student during the 
term. Failure to pass a specified number of these permits the student 
to seek other fields of usefulness. Something of the severity of these 
examinations may be known from the fact that during the present year 
fifty-five men have been "dropped" from this cause alone. These 
failures occur chiefly among the Freshmen and Sophomores. Some of 
them are no doubt due to insufl&cient preparation or to natural inability, 
but a vast majority of them have been caused by a waste of time and 
opportunity. These examinations serve not only to remove from the 
university men addicted to vice, but also act as a reforming influence 
in leading men to drop practices which will otherwise " drop" them. 

Of the offences named above, hazing is, as before noted, absolutely 
unknown. Gambling is known only in its mildest form, — i.e., where 
pleasurable excitement and not money is the object of those engaging 
in it. Even in this form it is confined to a few men and occupies little 
of their time. There may be in any Freshman class some men who 
occasionally drink too much, but their stay at Cornell is usually short. 
By the end of the first year they have almost disappeared, and invari- 
ably the Sophomore year weeds out the remaining few. Among the 
upper-class men drunkenness is unknown. 
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It may be dae to this indirect mode of controlling student life that 
the natural antagonism between student and professor has entirely dis- 
appeared from Cornell. Certain it is that it has disappeared.. Meet- 
ing as equals in society^ the friendly relations there formed are carried 
into the class-room. The professor shows no petty peevishness at the 
indiscretions of those under him, the student no rudeness towards the 
professor. Nevertheless, probably because of the independence of 
thought here, no professor's opinions are received as infidlible. Truth 
and proof of truth is the quest of the Cornell student ; and that pro- 
fessor whose mind is the most logical and whose statements are the 
most clearly and conclusively proved is sure to be the most popular, 
in spite of the fact that his examinations are commonly the hardest. 

Looking upon his professor as a fellow-mortal, the student criticises 
those defects which he may fancy he sees in his character as ftdly as he 
would criticise the same defects in a fellow-student. Not only is this 
seen in the conversation of the students, but especially in The OomeUian, 
a yearly magazine published by the Junior class of the university. 
In this, written or pictorial caricatures hold up to ridicule fimded 
defects in the characters of professors of all grades. Occasionally some 
newly-attacked professor may feel disposed to punish those who have 
made so free with his majesty ; but anything so hostile to the spirit of 
Cornell as an abridgment of the freedom of speech could not be suc- 
cessful. 

Aside from this annual, the college press consists of — ^two monthlies, 
one devoted to and published by the C. U. C. A., the other devoted to 
the interests of the " Sibley Collie of Mechanical Engineering'' and 
edited and published by men chosen from that department of the uni- 
versity; a weekly, published by the two upper classes, devoted to 
general college news and to essays, stories, poems, etc., contributed by 
students or professors ; and, lastly, a daily, published and edited by 
men chosen from each class in the university. This paper gives the 
general news of our own and other collies, furnishes an opportunity 
for student or professor to express publicly his views with r^ard to 
any subject connected with student life, and offers a convenient means 
of giving notices of any kind to the student body. 

In the above we have followed through the influences which affect 
the social . life of the Cornell student, and have seen the general lines 
along which that life moves. Let us now look at the daily life that is 
the outcome of these influences. At the two extremes of student life 
are the bookworms and the ultra &shionables. Of these two classes at 
Cornell nothing need be said. The members of both might be counted 
upon your fingers. Between them lie the great mass of students. 
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Recognizing that their purpose here is an education^ they nevertheless 
look upon that education as a means^ not an end : appreciating fully the 
value of books, they know that book-knowledge alone will not give 
them practical success in the world. To such students society is a 
pleasurable means of recreation, a vast reservoir fi*om which to draw 
a knowledge of men and motives. 

Becitation-hours at the university b^in at eight A.K. and continue 
until one P.M. There are also a few lectures in the afternoon, and many 
of the men in the technical courses have work in the shops or labora- 
tories which occupies them during a part of the afternoon. Three 
times each week also the Freshmen and Sophomores must appear at 
the gymnasium for military drill or for compulsory gymnasium exer- 
cise. The rest of the time is entirely at the students' disposaL They 
study, read, or amuse themselves as they feel disposed. 

Sunday is most decidedly a day of rest. An hour or two extra 
sleep in the morning, the choice of church, reading, or a walk or talk 
with a friend (not always a male one) for the remainder of the day, 
and a book or a friend (same remark as above) for the evening, — such 
is the Sunday life of the student. 

Of course in the above we have only shown the possible ways in 
which the student can occupy his time. The ways in which he does 
occupy it are as many as the number of students here. The one thing 
that you do not find at Cornell is idleness. It is a poor place for either 
lounging or dreaming. Linked with and perhaps partly causing this 
activity is an intense earnestness. Every man at Cornell has some dis- 
tinct aim, and in choosing his studies he selects those that will be of 
practical use to him. He is therefore always interested in his work, 
and hence always earnest. 

The one other characteristic of Cornell students is honesty. There 
are two causes that tend to make Cornell students thoroughly honest, 
in the broadest sense of the term : the vast majority of them come from 
the middle classes, and the policy of the university is to give to its 
students absolute freedom in thought, word, and deed. 

Having nothing to hide, the student hides nothing ; he enters no 
back doors, he develops no sneaking tendencies nor hypocritical actions ; 
treated as a man, he is a man ; and the spirit of manliness thus en- 
gendered he carries with him throughout his coll^ career, and enters 
life not only with habits of thought which will help him in his strug- 
gle for subsistence, but also with habits of life which will make him a 
good citizen and a true man. 

R. Spencer {Ckus of '83). 
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IN an Eastern fable of prehistoric antiquity, a learned physician is 
described as having cured the Prince of all the Faithful of a seem- 
ingly mortal malady by the use of a pair of clubs, the mysterious vir- 
tues of which diffused themselves from the palms of the patient through- 
out his body and brought renewed health and vigor. 

Asclepiades, a Greek physician living in the second century before 
Christ, cured all ailments, if the account of Pliny may be believed, by 
the employment of physical exercise alone, and declared his willingness 
to forfeit all claim to the title of physician if he himself should ever fiJl 
sick except from violence or senility. He is said to have justified his 
assertion by living for more than a century and dying finally from the 
effects of an accident. 

The association thus early recognized in both history and fable be- 
tween health and longevity on the one hand and physical exercise on 
the other became a little l^ter an int^ral part of the creed and the civ- 
ilization of all the most powerful nations of the world, many of whom 
owed to its recognition their most brilliant successes in both warlike 
and artistic pursuits. In Greece, especially, the cultivation of the body 
by means of gymnastics begun in the earliest life of the individual, 
fostered and encouraged by the enormous rewards in both &me and 
riches accruing from success at the Olympic games, and aided by a 
rigid application of the principles of heredity, eliminating almost com- 
pletely those persons unfit for the founding or propagating of families, 
resulted in the nearest approach to physical perfection in an entire people 
that the world has ever witnessed. Aristotle considered a common- 
wealth essentially defective if gymnastics were not an int^ral part of 
its code, while Plato called him a cripple who, cultivating his mind 
alone, suffered his body to " languish through sloth and inactivity.'^ 
The labors of gymnastics, he very truthfully says, if excessive, may 
make men hard and brutal, but under proper restrictions they stimu- 
late the spiritual element of their nature, make them courageous, and 
bring their passions under control. 

The Greek gymnasia were not only schools for the cultivation of 
the body, but exerted the greatest influence upon the development of 
art and upon intellectual progress. The idea ever present to the minds 
of the Greeks that the first care of life should be the preservation of 
bodily health, without which all other advantages of mind, of rank, of 
fortune, became void and ineffective, resulted in the establishment of an 
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ideal of physical beauty and excellence which reacted upon their art, their 
manners^ their entire civilization, and made them in certain directions 
pre-eminently superior to the rest of the world. Personal hygiene, and 
what we now call physical culture, had already attained with them the 
dignity of a science. The god of physicians was the presiding deity of 
the gymnasia, and none were considered so well qualified to regulate this 
branch of education as those best acquainted with the art of medicine. 
Their five &vorite exercises,— constituting the j^en^crfWon, — ^running, leap- 
ing, wrestling, hurling the lance, and casting the discus, were admirably 
adapted to supplement one another in developing the body and conferring 
a high degree of strength and vigor, together with grace, celerity, and 
accuracy of movement. Whatever was needed in addition was supplied 
by their games of ball, by their practice in lifting and carrying weights, 
and by swimming, pugilism, and other athletic sports. Afl:er a time, 
however, a class of professional athletes were developed, who gave their 
lives exclusively to training for the performance of these various feats 
of strength and endurance, which thenceforth became less popular, or, 
at least, less practised among the people at large ; luxury and vice in- 
creased, and with them came a corresponding neglect of the require- 
ments of health ; the gymnasia declined in reputation and favor ; the 
populace, to whom formerly no such road to fortune had been open as 
that offered by success in the public games, became spectators instead 
of participants ; and it is no exaggeration to say that the downfall of 
Greece from her position of supremacy dates from the day when she 
abandoned her policy of making the health and strength of her people 
the principal object of governmental solicitude. It would be idle to 
trace the almost precise parallel afforded by the history of Rome : the 
relations of cause and effect are the same. We find again the period 
of prosperity, of riches, and of almost universal domination coinciding 
with that of rigorous observance of the rules of health and active cul- 
tivation of the physical virtues ; we find also a similar period when 
athletics fell into the hands of a few who made it their life-work, the 
gladiators, — ^the " professionals" of those days, — and the people were 
transformed into a howling, often a blood-thirsty, mob of spectators ; a 
period when the strength and skill and courage which Rome had for- 
merly developed in and demanded of her own citizens were bought by 
her from hirelings, and when she began her uninterrupted descent in 
the scale of nations. 

During the Middle Ages, gymnastic and athletic proficiency became 
the almost exclusive property of the nobility and the professional sol- 
diery, and was displayed only at tournaments and in actual warfare. 
Among those comparatively small classes it was, however, brought to 



1010 ^ PHYSICIAN'S VIEW OF EXERCISE AND ATHLETICS. 

a great d^ree of perfection, and it has been said that even after the 
middle of the fourteenth century the levy of a small G^erman boigh 
could turn out more athletes than the combined armies of the Empire. 

It was not until the beginning of the present century tiiat gym- 
nasties became systematized or popularized among modem nations. 
In Grermany, Jahn established his gymnasium or Tumplatz at Berlin 
in 1811, introduced new apparatus, improved the defective system of 
exercises, published a celebrated essay on the principles of gymnastics, 
and organized the Tumvereine, gymnastic societies which, apart from 
their occasional connection with political movements, have been of the 
greatest practical benefit not only to their members, but, by force of 
example, to the community. As a system of exercises is now employed 
for all the armies of the German Empire, and as all able-bodied adult 
male citizens' are required to give three years of personal military ser- 
vice, it is evident that nearly the whole male population of Grermany 
enjoys the advantages of a systematic physical education at a period of 
life when training is most valuable and important. In Switzerland, 
Sweden, and France societies analogous to the Tumvereine were formed, 
and finally government action was taken making gymnastic exercises 
compulsory in most of the educational institutions as well as in the 
army. In England, directly after the Crimean war, a commission was 
appointed to consider the subject, and upon its report a code of in- 
struction in physical exercises was prepared by Mr. MacLaren of 
Oxford, which is now in satisfactory operation at all the barracks of 
the British army. 

In this country, although there are many excellent gynmasia in the 
large cities, it is only within the last decade, and then at but a few of 
the more important collies, that gymnastics have been r^arded as more 
than a pastime for the younger males, or a prescribed and unpleasant 
remedy for some of the ailments of the older members of society. In 
1881, in the Northern and Middle States only three educational institu- 
tions in a thousand paid any official attention to gymnastics, athletics, 
or physical education. That this is not the proper position of athletics 
in an intelligent community has become evident to all thinking people ; 
but there are comparatively few who realize the incalculable power for 
good which physical education, rightly understood, encouraged, and ap- 
plied, could have upon the human race in years to come. And yet 
this power is clearly indicated in the foregoing brief historical outline, 
and its existence is just as clearly deducible from theoretical considera- 
tions. 

It was not alone nor even chiefly by reason of the strength and 
endurance of her men and the vigor and fertility of her women that 



A PHYSICIAN'S VIEW OF EXERCISE AND ATHLETICS, IQH 

Sparta first^ and then all Greece with her^ assumed a commanding and 
for years an impregnable position among the nations of antiquity. It 
was because in acquiring those qualities it was imperatively necessary 
to cultivate the kindred ones of sobriety, cleanliness, self-restraint, tem- 
perance, moderation and regularity in all things, — ^necessary to observe 
scrupulously all the rules of health as they were then understood. In 
other words, then, as now, the cultivation of the muscular power for 
certain purposes, even though the latter were in themselves trivial and 
unworthy, brought not only strength but health, and not only health but 
increased intellectual vigor and activity and augmented moral power. 
This association between physical, intellectual, and moral strength is a 
natural one, unchangeable in its essential principles, though subject, of 
course, to individual exception, and quite as applicable to our own 
community to-day as to that of any Grecian village two thousand years 
ago. It furnishes one of the strongest arguments for the assertion 
that we have in the wide-spread diffusion of physical culture one of 
the most potent factors at our command, even in these days of pro- 
gressive sanitary science, for increasing the average of public health 
and longevity, diminishing disease, both by prevention and cure, aug- 
menting the world's power for work by adding to the usefulness and 
activity of the individual, and promoting indirectly at the same time 
the material prosperity, the happiness, and even the morality of the 
race. 

Dr. Hartwell, in an admirable essay on Physical Training, in tracing 
the origin of the modem doctrine of the interdependence of body and 
mind, which, he says, is but vaguely if at all apprehended by the ma- 
jority of those who quote with unction the time-worn mens sana in 
corpore sano line of Juvenal, describes the differing types or ideals of 
manly excellence in past times : the Greek, or aesthetic, springing from a 
passion for beauty and harmony and a joyous sense of well-being ; the 
monkish, or theological, conditioned on and determined by a profound 
ignorance of and a bitter contempt for the body ; and the military, or 
chivalric, owing its peculiar features to a rude appreciation of bodily 
force or skill gained from experience in camp and field. Dr. Hartwell 
thinks that the modern ideal — ^the medical, or scientific — ^is not the de- 
scendant of any of these, but is the child of the scientific spirit em- 
bodied in the new physiology and psychology engendered through the 
labors of Harvey and Haller, Du Bois-Reymond, Muller, and Helm- 
holtz, and voiced by Huxley when he b^ins his description of a man 
who has had a " liberal education" by saying that he is one *' who has 
been so trained in youth that his body is the ready servant of his will 
and does with ease and pleasure all the work it is capable of." Rous- 
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seavLy a century and a quarter ago^ in his treatise on Education, i^eoog- 
nized the essential relation between volitional energy and bodily powet, 
expressing it tersely, though paradoxically, "The feebler the body, 
the more it commands; the stronger, the more it obeys,'' and fur- 
nishing in his own person one of the most conspicuous examples of 
the truth of his assertion. Unquestionably, as Dr. Ball has claimed, 
vigorous and systematic muscular exertion has a powerful influence 
in developing the entire character. It requires, when long sustained 
or when sufficiently active to cause fatigue, the corresponding exercise 
of the qualities of self-denial, perseverance, and endurance; it thus 
strengthens the will, confers a consciousness of increased power, ** b^ets 
self-confidence, resolution, and courage," and through their influence, 
guided by proper moral and intellectual forces, aids in subduing the 
passions, and elevates the spiritual as well as the physical energies. 
Luther recommended athletic sports, not only because they " keep the 
limbs free and adroit and the body in health,'' but also for the reason 
that " with such bodily exercises one does not fidl into carousing, de- 
bauchery, gambling, hard drinking, and other kinds of lawlessness; but 
these evils come to pass if such honest exercises and chivalrous games 
are despised and neglected." Dr. Sai^ent has found at Harvard that^ 
as a rule, students take about the same rank in required gymnastics 
that they do in their r^ular studies. He thinks that mental character- 
istics always manifest themselves in physical exercises, and that those 
who fail in their studies from inattention or want of application will 
be likely to fail in their gymnastics for the same reason. He adds, 
" It is certainly true that brain- and nerve-substance are behind every 
well-controlled muscular movement. Indeed, the two are so closely 
connected that it is hard to tell which is due to the mind and which to 
the body." Dr. Beddoe, in his paper on " The Stature and Bulk of 
Man in the British Isles," remarks, " If we examine only a single race 
or reputed race at a time, we shall find that wherever that race attains 
its maximum of physical development it rises highest in energy and 
moral vigor." 

Physical culture, therefore, or the cultivation of bodily strength 
by means of certain recreative and educational exercises, when properly 
conducted, adds at the same time to the general health and favors an 
equable and symmetrical development of all the faculties. 

This statement, though more than justified by the facts, would 
probably not be widely accepted without criticism or disagreement. 
The question of late years has excited great and always increasing 
interest. It has been ably discussed and thoroughly examined, and at 
the present day has a voluminous literature of its own, the excellent 
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^writings of MacLaren, Ralfe, Ball, Blaikie, Sargent, Oswald, Schaible, 
and others, coverii^ the entire ground, and of course much niore thor- 
oughly than it is possible to do within the limits of a magazine article, 
where only the main points of their work can be recapitulated. 

The two most common arguments urged by well-meaning people 
against athletics, or ^^ physical culture,^' using the terms as synonymous, 
are — 

Ist^ That the assiduous cultivation of bodily strength is not com- 
patible with a proper d^ree of attention to the mental &culties ; 

2d. That athl^cs, as commonly practised, are frequently, or per- 
haps even usually, hurtful, and productive of disease. 

The first of these objections, that of the opposition between phys- 
ical and mental development, is as old as Plato, who described some of 
the athletes of his time as ^^ sleeping away their lives,'^ recognizing the 
evils as well as the benefits of athletics, or as Galen, who speaks of both 
Greek and Roman athletes as " heavy and stupid." Their words ap- 
plied, however, then, as they would apply now in many instances to the 
** professional," to the man who gave up his life exclusively to the cul- 
tivation of his body, n^lecting all mental discipline or acquirements, 
and exercising not for health, but solely for strength and proficiency in 
certain sports or games in which it was bis ambition to excel. It may 
be admitted at once that in that sense and with such people athletics 
are far from exerting a beneficial influence ; nor is it probable that they 
ever conduce to the avoidance of disease or the promotion of longevity 
unless the requirements of the mind are recognized as of more than 
equal importance with those of the body. We must not be misled, 
however, into believing the exception to be the type of the class. 
There may be such instances of mental and moral deterioration favoi^ 
and fostered by athletics as are dramatically portrayed in the novel of 
" Man and Wife" by Wilkie Collins, one of the leaders in the crusade 
against the so-called abuse of athletics. There are unquestionably 
instances of men who, doubtless, from the start were incapable of 
much intellectual cultivation, but who are endowed with or have ac- 
quired enormous bodily strength, without at the same time developing 
the virtues which have been described as more or less closely associated 
with and brought out by physical culture. But, though we may always 
have occasional Geoffrey Delamaynes among gentlemen, and will never 
be without the Bill Sykes type among brutes, the records of art, of 
literature, of science, show an intimate association between brain-power 
and bodily vigor, which is of itself sufficient answer to all such hasty 
generalization. Samson, though he seems to have lacked discretion, 

was a judge in Israel. Pompey was the equal of any soldier in his 
Vol. XXXIX.— 66 
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command in feats of strength : Sallust says of him, ^^ Cum alacribus 
saltu^ cum velocibus cursu, cum validis vecte certabat/' Csesar was 
naturally of a delicate constitution, suffering from severe headaches, 
and probably epileptic, but by continual exercise became an athlete, 
^'admirable in all manly sports,^^ and surpassed by none in enduring 
the fatigues and hardships of a military life. Lycurgus not only 
laid down the laws which for five hundred years made Laoedsemon the 
chief city of Greece, but was able to outrun all the mob who perse- 
cuted him and forced him to seek refuge in a sanctuary. Cicero is 
described by Plutarch as at one time thin, weak, and dyspeptic, but as 
having been so strengthened by gymnastic exercises at Athens as to be- 
.come robust and vigorous. • Coriolanus's successes were attributed by 
his enemies to his strength of body, he having so exercised and inured 
himself to all sorts of activity that he ^' combined the lightness of a 
racer with an extraordinary weight in close seizures and wrestlings." 
Alcibiades, according to Herodotus, became master of the Athenians, in 
spite of his excesses, by reason of his " force of eloquence, grace of person, 
and strength of body,'' and from the same authority we learn that 
Alexander had unusual endurance. Themistocles, Socrates, and Plato 
excelled in gymnastic exercises; Sertorius swam the Shone in fiill 
armor ; Marcellus was " of a strong body /' Pelopidas " delighted in 
exei*cise ;" Marius never missed a day on the Campus Martins ; Cato 
^^ maintained his character and persisted in his exerdse to the very 
last ;" and even the more mythological characters of Theseus, Somulus, 
and Remus are accredited with " strength of body and bravery equal 
to the quickness and force of their understanding.'' 

Numberless similar instances might be adduced from the records 
of ancient and mediaeval history, which, whatever their authenticity, 
serve to show the close relation believed by the chroniclers of those 
days to exist between great physical strength and those intellectual 
powers which lead men to positions of commanding authority among 
their fellows. This was, of course, due in part to the pre-eminence of 
physical force and of personal achievements in those ages ; but in our 
own time we find that many of the most successful men in the various 
learned professions, in literature, and in statesmanship, have been life- 
long devotees of some form of athletics, or have at least in their 
younger days taken prominent part among the athletes of their schools 
or colleges. Dr. Morgan, in his excellent work on " University Oars," 
calls attention to the fact that of the one hundred and fortynseven Cam- 
bridge men who constituted the crews between 1829 and 1869, twenty- 
eight per cent, bore off honors in more important contests than those 
of the river, taking in some cases the very highest academical distino- 
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tions^ and proving, according to Dr. Morgan^ that mind and muscle, 
provided only they be judiciously guided, are not unequal yoke- fellows, 
but are well able to work together with mutual and reciprocal advan- 
tage. Among the aquatic champions whom he mentions were three 
bishops, two judges, one learned and world-renowned historian, and 
many others filling posts of honor and intellectual distinction. The 
general average of class men at Oxford was about thirty per cent., 
while among cricketers it rose to forty-two, and among rowing men 
to forty-five per cent. 

Du Bois-Keymond, some time ago, showed from the stand-point of 
a comparative zoologist the necessary connection between brain and 
muscle, and that by far the most marked influence of physical exercise 
is upon the nerve-centres. Such bodily exercises as gymnastics, fencing, 
swimming, riding, dancing, a^d skating are as much exercises of the 
central nervous system, of the brain and spinal marrow, as of the 
muscles. Every movement of the body depends for its grace, accuracy, 
and force as much upon the proper co-ordination of the muscles as upon 
the strength of their contraction. Taking for example a composite 
motion, like a high leap, the muscles employed must b^in to work 
in the proper order, and the energy of each of them must increase, 
reach its maximum, and diminish according to a certain law, so that 
the result shall be the desired position of the limbs and trunk and the 
proper velocity of the centre of gravity in the right direction. The 
gray matter of the brain is at work equally with the muscles in securing 
this result, is " exercised" at the same time, and is undoubtedly con- 
forming to the undisputed law of self-improvement, that powers, facul- 
ties, functions, and oi^ans grow and are strengthened by exerdse and 
are weakened by disuse. 

This fiict is most noticeable perhaps in very early childhood. Pro- 
fessor Eichards, of Yale, has well described it as " body brain- work," 
<md «.y. U U oome, M m the ocder of bm»^wU.. The eUld 
develop b»to e,»y «»e it ,^ . wdl.Wed'rfroH .» g^p ta 
thing it wants. The movement of its hand is as necessary to the de- 
velopment of its brain as the integrity and health of its brain are to 
the growth of its hand ; and this is true of the other portions of the 
body which move under the control of the will. " They and the brain 
are developed by reciprocal action." 

The longevity of brain-workers as compared with that of muscle- 
workers has been investigated of recent years by a prominent American 
physician, and the advantage has been shown to be clearly in favor of 
the former. This at first sight might seem a weighty argument against 
the view advanced in this paper ; but a little investigation shows the 
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fallacy of 80 considering it, for it should be understood that the so- 
called '^ muscle-workers'' include all that unfortunate class of the com- 
munity who are bom, live, and die poor, who exist under the most 
imperfect sanitary conditions, who both from ignorance and powerless- 
ness neglect even the most obvious of the laws of health, and who in 
all respects are at a stupendous physical disadvantage as compared with 
the classes from whidi the ^^ brain-workers" are drawn. On the oth^ 
hand, it can be shown just as clearly that a good constitution usually 
accompanies a good brain, and that the cerebral and muscular forces 
are correlated, a view which though hostile to the popular fidth is 
sound and supportable. Dr. Beard claims that in all the animal realm 
there is a general, though not unvarying, relation between the brain and 
thebody of whichit is a part and to which it ministers, and that no one 
who has ever walked observingly through an asylum for the insane 
or the feeble-minded and seen the dwarfed, misshapen, immature, or 
stunted forms which surround him could doubt for a moment the general 
truth embodied in this statement. The rapidity with which sudi po(»r 
creatures grow physiologically old is veiy strikmg. The evidences 
of senHity are noticeable in every organ and function, — in premature 
baldness, and gray hair, in dulness of hearing and dimness of vision, 
in the wrinkled skin, the tottering step, the wasted limbs. In such 
cases the inan of thirty by the record often seems to be on the other 
side of sixty. He adds that a hundred great geniuses chosen by chance 
will be larger than a hundred dunces anywhere, — ^will be broader, 
taller, and weightier. In all lands, he says, savage, semi-civilized, 
and enlightened, the ruling orders, chiefs, sheiks, princes by might 
or mind, scientists, authors, orators, great merchants, weigh miore on 
the average than the persons over whom they rule or whom they em- 
ploy, and even among a band of workmen on a railway you can four 
times out of five pick out the ^'boss'' by his size alone. Herbert 
Spencer has shown in an essay on the origin of political headship how 
in early times among rude tribes the ability to lead, to command, and to 
control was associated with physical strength, as it is at the present day. 
In Homeric Oreece, he says, even age did not compensate for decline of 
strength, and an old chief, such as Peleus or Laertes, could not retain his 
position ; and he adds that throughout mcdiseval Europe maintenance of 
political headship largely depended on bodily prowess. The Esquimaux 
show deference to "seniors and strong men.'' Among the Bushmen 
" bodily strength alone procures distinction." The leaders of the Tasma- 
nians were tall and powerful men, and supremacy among the Austra- 
lians depended on the same &ctors. In Bedouin tribes " the fiercest, the 
strongest, and the craftiest obtains complete mastery over his fallows ;" 
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and among the people on the Tapajos, we are told by Bates^ '^the 
foot-marks of the chief could be distinguished from the rest by their 
great size and the length of the stride.'^ The average age at death at 
the present time of all classes of those who live over twenty years 
is about fifty. In a list of five hundred of the greatest men in 
history, prepared not to show the average longevity, but in order to 
determine at what time of life men do their best work, it was found 
that the average age at death was about sixty-two years. Madden, in 
his curious work on " The Infirmities of Genius,'^ gives a list of two 
hundred and forty illustrious names, with their ages at death, the 
average being about sixty-six years. We see thus that, on the one 
hand, the great men of the past have been noted not only for their 
brains but for their bodies as well, and that, on the other, in the 
development of their bodies the time given to athletics and to exercise 
was productive at once of an increased tenure of life and of the 
highest and best intellectual power. Here again, were it desirable, 
examples might be indefinitely multiplied. It is easy to recall that Sir 
Walter Scott was unusually robust and physically active until overtaken 
by fiital disease ; that Bums in his youth was an athlete of no mean 
prowess ; that Byron, in spite of his deformity, excelled in feats of 
strength, and that he prided himself as mudi upon having swimi the 
Hellespont as upon having written ^^Childe Harold;" that Dickens 
considered himself at a great intellectual disadvantage if compelled 
to forego his daily ten-mile walk at four miles an hour, r^rdless of 
weather ; that George Sand preferred to work fiir into the night, so that 
she might have more hours of daylight for her walks in the country ; 
that Goethe swam, skated, rode, and was passionately fond of all forms 
of exercise ; that Humboldt prepared himself for his explorations by 
systematic exercise to the point of fiitigue ; that Leonardo da Vinci was 
a devoted equestrian ; that Wordsworth was an indefatigable pedestrian ; 
that Kant allow^ nothing to interfere with his daily afternoon walk ; 
that Gladstone has his private gymnasium, in addition to losing no 
opportunity for out-of-door exercise; that Bismarck has all his life 
been fond of sport and exercise, and as indefiitigable in their pursuit 
as in his work as a diplomat ; and that among living authors, orators, 
and statesmen we have many equally conspicuous examples of the 
same general truth. 

We may dismiss, then, as not warranted by the fitets, the assertion 
that mental and physical power are in any way antagonistic, and may 
proceed to consider the next argument against athletics, — ^which is that, 
as ordinarily carried on, they are prejudicial to health and productive 
of disease and early death. To understand the question at issue, it 
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becomes necessary here to know, in a general way, what is meant by 
health and strength and how they can be produced by exercise. 

Health consists, in a comprehensive sense, in such a condition of 
growth and development of all the organs of the body as enables them 
to fulfil their functions easily and completely, respond promptly to oc- 
casional unusual demands upon them, and resist effectually the attacks 
of disease. These unusual demands upon the energies of the body are 
continually occurring in every-day life, and should be of themselves 
sufficient inducement to all persons to aim at the highest attainable con- 
dition of health ; but when we know that on a certain day or during a 
certain time such an exceptional demand will be made on the organism 
to put forth all its powers, we aim especially to prepare it to meet that 
demand, and such preparation, whether preliminary to the exploration 
of a continent, the vicissitudes of a campaign, the fatigue of a week's 
shooting, or the strain of a four-mile boat-race, we call " training." 
MacLaren has thus well defined training as "a method of puttii^ 
the body with extreme and exceptional care under the influence of all 
the agents which promote its health and strength, in order to enable it 
to meet extreme and exceptional demands upon its energies.'' Balfe 
defines it as " the art which aims at bringing the body into the most 
perfect condition of health, making muscular action more vigorous 
and enduring, and increasing the breathing-power." Dr. Parkes says, 
" Training is simply another word for healthy and vigorous living." 
This, then, is what we are interested in discovering. Is this process 
of training, or the subsequent exertion which is made in the various 
athletic sports or games, likely to be productive of injury ? 

Of the agents of health which are employed in the process of train- 
ing, exercise is the most important, though food, drink, rest, sleep, air, 
bathing, and clothing are elements which must be carefully considered. 
To understand how exercise produces strength and health, we should 
remember that the life of the body as a whole depends upon the life of 
numberless atoms which constitute it, and which are continually dying, 
being cast off and replaced by others. The general health depends 
directly upon the activity of this process and the perfection with which 
it is performed. The pabulum or food which is needed by all the 
organs and tissues of the body for their repair or for their growth and 
development is carried to them by the blood. At every moment of 
our lives, whenever we make a movement, draw a breath, change a 
muscle of expression, conceive a passing fancy, certain cells die and 
are disintegrated, as a consequence. They become useless, and must be 
removed and carried to organs whose function it is to eliminate tliera 
from the body ; new cells must be supplied to take their plaoe. All 
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this is done by the bloody which in performing this work becomes 
loaded with effete and useless material, much of which in the shape of 
carbonic acid is thrown off by the lungs. Now, this process is going 
on incessantly at every imaginable point in the human organism. 
Whether sleeping or waking, sitting or standing, walking or running, 
the same successive causes and effects continue to follow one another 
in the same imbroken circle of physiological phenomena, — motion or 
activity, temporary and molecular loss of vitality, death of certain 
cells or atoms, disint^ration of those cells, their removal and ejection 
from the system by means of the lungs, the skin, and the kidneys, their 
replacement by others brought by the blood, renewed vital power, and 
then further motion or activity, with the same succession of events. 
Taken as a whole, these events make up '^ life," and, reducing the state* 
ment to the simplest possible terms, we may say that the health and 
strength of any individual are in direct proportion to the thoroughness 
and celerity with which these occurrences take place, — that is, to the speed 
and accuracy with which the cells or atoms are removed and replaced, 
or, as MacLaren says, to their " newness.'' Consequently, we are able 
to understand how an agent of any sort which influences these processes 
favorably must be one which will promote at the same time the de* 
struction of the old cells and their rapid replacement by new ones ; 
in oth^ words, one which, while it hastens the molecular death of cer- 
tain tissues, will at the same time send them an increased amount of 
material with which to repair damages, or which may even enable them 
to improve upon and add to the original structure. Now, when we 
look for such an agent, discarding drugs, of course, as inapplicable and 
injurious, and assigning food to its proper place as fuel which may be 
transformed into force but is useless alone and unassisted, we find that 
there is but one means within our reach for effecting this purpose safely, 
continuously, and healthfully, and that is exercise. By '^ exercise" is 
meant certain movements made by means of the contraction of the vol- 
untary muscles, those muscles which are under the control of the will, 
and made with sufficient force and rapidity to quicken the breathing 
and the circulation of the blood, that is, to augment the action of the 
involuntary muscles concerned in those functions, chiefly the heart and 
the diaphragm. We have now begun to understand what exercise 
essentially means. The force which moves the muscles employed in 
exercising is derived from the death or burning up of some of the 
cells of the body ; this creates a need for the introduction of more oxy- 
gen into the system to unite with the carbon of these cells and produce 
this combustion ; this increased quantity of oxygen is supplied through 
the lungs, whidi consequently have to expand much oftener than usual* 
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to meet the demand. This is the physiological and easily-iindearstood 
explanation of the &ct that exerdse is aooompanied by qoiokeDed 
breathing. The increase that takes place in the quantity of ur inspired 
under a variety of movements has been estimated as follows. Takii^ 
the amount of air inhaled at eadi breath in the recumbent position, as 
when in bed, at 1, it rises on standing to 1^ ; on walking at the rate of 
one mile an hour, to 1.9 ; at four miles an hour, to 5 ; lidimg at a trot 
raises it to 4.05 ; and swimming, to 4.33. But it must be remembered 
that this oxygen thus brought to the lungs by the increased quantity 
of air inspired can be carried to the cells in the various tissues where 
it is needed, only by the blood, which must, therefore, itself be sent to 
the lungs in greater amount to receive the oxygen and to give up 
the carbonic acid with which it is laden. In other words, when we 
exercise we not only breathe more quickly, but the heart beats more 
rapidly and forcibly. To make a similar comparison, we may say 
that while lying down the heart will beat sixty-five or seventy times a 
minute ; on standing, seventy-five to eighty times ; on walking slowly, 
eighty to ninety times; during £si9t walking, ninety to one hundred 
times ; and during or immediately after great physical ex»tion, as a 
boat-race or a running-match, from one hundred and fifteen to one hun- 
dred and twenty-five times a minute. 

These, then, as Balfe has pointed out; are the two important &cts to 
be remembered about exercise : that it increases the breathing-power, 
rids us of carbonic acid, and purifies our blood ; and that it increases 
the action of the heart, sending a larger quantity of this purified blood to 
all the tissues of the body, removing their waste, supplying the material 
for their renewal, and quickening all the vital processes. 

Exercise thus fulfils all the conditions that we have seen to be 
necessary in an agent which is to increase strength and health. As 
soon as any act of exercise is begun, a number of the voluntary 
muscles are put into action ; their contraction compresses the blood- 
vessels and impels the venous blood actively towards the heart, which, 
thus spurred, contracts vigorously and sends tiie blood in increased 
quantity to the lungs. The inspiratory muscles contract and lift the 
bony framework of the chest, the diaphragm pushes down the contents 
of the abdomen, and air rushes into the lungs to fill the space thus pro- 
duced and supplies the oxygen needed for the purification of the blood. 
This is then returned to the heart, to be distributed anew throughout 
the system, carrying with it the materials to supply the waste caused by 
the muscular movement originally made. These materials are oft« 
deposited in larger quantities than are required to counterbalance the 

a 

destruction which has taken place, and then we have the muade growiiq; 
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in size^ or in hardness^ or both. The involuntary muscles also^ including 
the heart and diaphragm, grow stronger in the same manner, the pulsa- 
tions of the heart during exercise becoming more forcible but at the 
same time slower and less obtrusive, showing that it does its work 
more easily ; the increased activity of the circulation carries the blood 
in larger quantity not only to the muscles but also to all the organs of 
the body, and thus stimulates them to greater activity, strengthening 
the appetite, digestion, and nutrition, and causing a gain in weight ; the 
larger amount of blood sent to the skin results in an increase in the 
quantity of perspiration, which carries with it much of the worn-out 
and useless or noxious material of the system, and thus adds to the 
resistive power of the economy against evil influences from without, such 
as bad air from ill-ventilated rooms or dirty streets ; the bony £rame- 
work of the chest, tliough elastic, does not quite go back to its original 
dimensions, but, increasing a little at a time, soon becomes noticeably 
augmented in size, giving additional room for the important organs 
which it contains and protects. 

These, then, are the ^ecU of exercise, — the most obvious but least 
useful being an increase in the size and power of the voluntary muscles, 
the more important being a strengthening of the involuntary muscles 
concerned in the processes of respiration and circulation, which enables 
us to use the increased power of the voluntary muscles with comfort 
and safety, and to influence through these processes not only the health 
and strength but also the growth and development of the whole body, 
and even the activity and force of the mental processes. 

It must be admitted by the most captious that to exercise as thus 
described there can be no possible objection, but that, on the contrary, 
it is capable of bdng made a most beneficial agent. 

It is beneficial, in the opinion of the writer, largely in proportion to 
what Hamerton calls the ^' faith'^ in exercise, — ^the firm conviction of 
its value and necessity which makes one go out in all weathers, or take 
time under all circumstances, for the discipline and hardening of the 
body, even leaving for that purpose the most urgent intellectual labors. 
When we hear that William Cullen Bryant, a most remarkable exam- 
ple of the preservation of undiminished mental and physical vigor to 
advanced years, attributed it to a habit formed in early life of devoting 
the first hour or two after leaving his bed in the morning to moderate 
gymnastic exercise, his allowance of which he had not reduced ^^ the 
width of a thumb-nail" in his eighty-fourth year, — when we read that 
Mr. Gladstone, on the morning that he introduced his Home Rule Bill, 
while all England, indeed, the whole world, was to be his audience in a 
few hours, and while the fiite of great parties and of an entire race was 
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involved in his presentment of his case^ ''spent an hoar in his private 
gymnasium, after whicL he bathed and ate a light breakfast/' — ^we may 
believe that exercise has something to commend it to the thoughtful 
attention of other people than school-boys or college students. 

It should be remembered, of course, that it is also capable of great 
abuse* Exercise is not invariably and necessarily a good thing. On 
the contrary, when a tired, overworked, or delicate man who has been 
for months engaged in the sedentary occupations of a profession, of 
literature, or of business, or an untrained immature student, suddenly 
plunges into some active or violent form of gymnastics, or takes up some 
one of the recreative sports, as running or boating, which makes the 
greatest possible demand on the heart, lungs, and muscles, such exercise 
does no good, but often serious harm. It should always be remembered 
that such important organs as the heart and lungs cannot pass from the 
quiet movements of ordinary life to great rapidity of action without 
having a certain amount of strain thrown on them. This should be 
kept in mind in all forms of exercise, but above everything else in train- 
ing, the chief object of which is "to establish a reciprocal action be- 
tween the heart and lungs, so that the increased supply of blood sent 
to the lungs by the heart may pass through them freely, so that there 
may be no blc|ckage and consequently no strain.*' We should never 
lose sight of the &ct that when we increase the rapidity of the breathing 
and of the circulation we are calling upon certain muscles to perform un 
accustomed work. If one found to-day that he could with comfort lift 
a weight not exceeding two hundred pounds, he would hardly expeci 
to-morrow safely and easily to lift four hundred. And yet a man 
whose heart for months has not been called upon to beat &ster than 
seventy or eighty times a minute, and whose diaphragm has contracted 
on an average only sixteen or eighteen times during the same period, 
will go suddenly into a course of exercise which demands in the same 
time, perhaps, of the one, one hundred and twenty pulsations, of the 
other, thirty-five or forty contractions. These muscles are subject to pre- 
cisely the same laws as those by which we lift weights : their strength is 
proportionate to their development, and their proper development is 
proportionate to their activity when that is cautiously and judiciously in- 
creased. Any one set of muscles may be cultivated separately. It has 
been shown by MacLaren that a man of good physical capacity may be 
trained so that the voluntary muscles of his arms and chest would be 
powerfully developed, and yet his respiratory power be so dispropor- 
tionate that he could not run a hundred yards at speed without gasping ; 
while the same individual may be trained to run a mile without the 
least distress, though the voluntary muscles of his arms and chest may 
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remain as they were^ or even dimiDish in size. MacLaren explains in 
this way the resolt of the celebrated prize-fight between Heenan and 
King. The former, he says, came to the ground with his mighty mus- 
cular power unimpaired, but, to use his own words, had "scarcely 
b^un the fight before he found his wind roaring.'^ In other words, he 
had cultivated the voluntary muscles of the arms and shoulders and 
1^, but had neglected the involuntary muscles of respiration and cir- 
culation, by means of which the increased demand for air and for blood 
in the lungs and elsewhere i& complied with. 

What happens in such cases? Energetic exercise being under- 
taken by an untrained person, the contraction of the muscles accelerates 
the circulation of blood through the veins and sends an increased 
quantity to the hearty which contracts and sends it to the lungs. The 
inspiratory muscles, not having been educated to meet this demand 
upon them, &il sufficiently to enlarge the capacity of the chest, and the 
lungs are incapable of receiving and aerating the augmented quantity 
of blood, which is thus dammed back upon the heart. The latter, 
which is also asked suddenly to do unaccustomed work, fails to respond 
vigorously enough, and there is thus a block, a more or less serious 
disturbance of the circulation, which produces the gasping, feeble at- 
tempts at respiration and the hurried, irregular pulse which are found 
in the condition known as " loss of wind.'^ Something approaching 
this may be felt, even by men who have been well trained, at the 
b^inning of sudden and violent efibrts, as in a boat- or foot-race ; but 
there the result is entirely different. In a few moments the lungs 
expand to meet the emergency, having been taught to do so ; the heart 
contracts with increased vigor; the equilibrium between the circulation 
through the system at' large and that through the heart and lungs is re- 
established, and the individual is then said to have acquired his " second 
wind,'' and is able to continue the exertion up to the point of great 
muscular fatigue. The effect of exercise on the voluntary muscles — 
their increase in size and strength and hardness — ^is, as has been said, 
while the most obvious, altogether the least useful of its advantages, 
and quite subordinate to this very desirable development of the heart- 
and lung-power. 

The cases of exhaustion which occur during training, or during 
races or athletic events of any kind, are rarely, if ever, due to general 
muscular fatigue, but almost always to the lack of development of the 
involuntary muscles of respiration and circulation. 

Before leaving the subject of training it will be well briefly to run 
over the general principles involved, which are very seldom understood 
even by trainers themselves, and quite as seldom by those trained. 
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We can readily nnderstand now that time is an important element 
in training. The increased force of the heart, which has to oontract 
rapidly upon an unusually large volume of blood, the increased 
capacity of the vessels which have to carry that blood, the enlarge- 
ment of the chest and of the lungs themselves, the improvement in 
the tone and strength of all the muscles, and, lastly, the acquirement 
of the necessary dexterity, all indicate the need for a long period 
in which to bring about these changes. Break-downs from what is 
known as ^' over-training" are usually the result of attempts to crowd 
this process into a few weeks. The theory of Franklin that for econ- 
omy of time concentration of exercise was allowable, was fidlacious : 
^ violent exertion for minutes'' is not *^ equivalent to moderate exercise 
for hours," and if the periods are made days and weeks the same law 
prevails. 

The training should never be limited to the particular form of 
muscular movement to be finally employed. Dr. Farkes has shown 
that while the muscles grow and become harder from exercise, their 
growth has a limit. If single muscles or groups of muscles are exer- 
cised to too great an extent, they will, after growing to a large size, 
begin to waste. This does not seem to be the case when all the mus- 
cles of the body are exercised, — ^probably, as Balfe suggests, because no 
one muscle can then be over-exercised. The rule, then, is that all 
muscles, so far as possible, should be brought into play, and that 
periods of exemse must be alternated, especially in early training, with 
long intervals of rest. The rowing man should alternate his work on 
the river or on the machme with other exercise, whUe the runner will 
find it greatly to his advantage to spend some time on the water or in a 
gymnasium. 

The did should be plain and sensible, and should not contain an 
excess of either animal or vegetable food. An ordinary &rm-house 
table, with its mid-day dinner and early tea, will rarely (with the ex- 
ception of cofieey hot cakes, pastry, and fried meats) offer anything 
which should be excluded fiom rational training di^ as it is at present 
understood. Ordinary common s^ise, unassisted by any special or 
technical knowledge, should be a sufficient guide in the matter of 
diet, and we may agree with old Burton that in that matter '^our 
own experience is the best phydcian; so great is the variety of 
palates, humors, and temperaments, that every man should observe 
and be a law unto himself." Tiberius, we are told by Tacitus, ^^ did 
laugh at all those who, after thirty years of age, asked counsel of 
others concerning matters of diet." As we now comprehend what it is 
that produces good ^' wind," and what interferes with it, we will not be 



A PHYSICIAN'S VIEW OF EXERCISE AND ATHLETICS. 1025 

misled by the absurd superstitions which attribute loss of wind to '^ in- 
ternal fat/^ and endeavor to get rid of it by undue sweatings and by 
avoidance of certain articles of diet^ often in themselves most desirable. 
For example^ a prominent oarsman^ now dead, who at one time trained 
many of the men who rowed on the Schuylkill, never allowed his crews 
to drink milk, because, he said, it was '^ fiittening on the livers," which 
oi^an he evidently believed to be multiple and widely distributed 
throughout the economy. 

Many of the old rules of training, and especially those referring to 
the avoidance of water, the use of '^ sweaters,'^ and the reduction of 
weight generally, arose from the fact to which Dr. Ball has called 
attention, that those who originated them— ^the English watermen and 
pugilists of fifty years ago— were, as a dass, free livers and heavy beer- 
drinkers when off training, and with them ^' the reduction of accumu- 
lated &t and fluids by active exercise and forced perspiration was oftien 

and at the present day, unless a man is distinctly obese, the slight loss 
of weight first noticed in beginning training should be followed by a 
moderate gain. Any considerable and permanent reduction in weight 
may generally be r^arded as evidence of faulty training. The only 
necessary caution as to the drinking of water is not to make the mistake 
of taking a dry, parched condition of the throat and mouth for a gen- 
uine thirst, which depends upon an actual need for fluids in the system. 
The former should be first relieved by rinsing out the mouth and 
holding water in it for some little time, and then the true thirst may 
be assuaged by frequent moderate draughts of water at short intervals. 

Tobacco, which is a depressant and has a directly weakening effect 
upon the heart, should be positively interdicted. Alcohol, if used at all, 
should be taken in great moderation, and only at meal-time, in the shape 
of some very light beer or red wine. In the revulsion which has 
occurred against the useless restraints of the old system, too much laxity 
has existed as to the use of alcoholic beverages during training. 

Certain symptoms may develop during training which indicate 
either that the man is primarily unfit for his work, that he is being 
overworked, or that the training is being pushed too rapidly. These 
are lassitude, loss of appetite, palpitation of the heart, sleeplessness, 
and the appearance of boils or abscesses. The cause must, of course, 
be sought out and removed. If the man has any organic trouble of 
heart or lungs, if he is very immature and with a small flat chest and 
little natural capacity, especially if that is associated with unusual 
height, if there is any marked family tendency to lung or heart disease, 
and if he is steadily losing instead of gainii^g weight, he had better be 
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taken out of the crew or off the team and advised to wait for a year 
or more, or to refrain from athletic contests altogether. The heart- 
troubles will generally be found to be due to n^lect of the principle 
already laid down, that training should be begun slowly and mildly, 
as one of its chief functions is to educate the vascular system to trans- 
mit with great rapidity a much increased volume of blood. With a 
healthy heart this process of education is unattended with risk so long 
as the work is regulated according to the gradually developing power 
of the organ ; but when an attempt is made to force the process by 
unduly increasing the labor, symptoms of irritability or exhaustion will 
certainly arise. 

Finally, it must be remembered that as it is dangerous suddenly 
to call the heart and lungs from a state of repose into one of great 
activity at the b^inning of training, so after they have been gradually 
educated to unusually powerful action it is correspondingly harmful 
(though much less so) suddenly to return to sedentary or indolent 
habits. 

Dr. Ball, from whose excellent article on the subject many of these 
suggestions have been taken, believes that a large proportion of the 
cases of impaired health in adult life which are ascribed to overwoi^ 
or to injudicious training are the result of excesses and of inattention 
to simple hygienic rules immediately after abandoning training. 

It seems unnecessary to argue ftirther to show that moderate sys- 
tematic exercise, applicable to any one and at almost any age, is of 
almost universal advantage when judiciously selected to meet the special 
needs of the individual, nor need the point be further emphasiised that 
even our most active athletic sports may be safely engaged in by per- 
fectly healthy young persons if preceded by such a course of training 
as has been indicated. But I must say a few words more in answer to 
the often-urged argument that, putting theoretical considerations aside 
and leaving the future to decide its own problems, there are many un- 
doubted instances in which the pursuit of athletics as they exist at the 
collies of this country and of England has been productive of serious 
and incurable disease or of preqiature death. That it has done so in a 
few cases cannot be denied, nor that it may have done so in a few 
others, but that its general tendency has not been harmful, nor its aver- 
age results anything but good, can be conclusively established. 

Eowing probably makes as much strain upon the vital organs and 
powers as any other form of physical exercise, — ^probably more than any 
except long running at high speed. So true is this that all experienced 
and intelligent trainers in selecting a crew will look much more closely 
aft^er the respiratory capacity of the candidates than aft^er their mere 
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muscular power. In racing, the chief strain falls on the heart and 
lungs, and if by any form of athletics any organic disease were con- 
stantly or frequently developed we should find evidence of it among 
oarsmen. 

Dr. Morgan in the work to which I have already referred has obtained 
the histories of the men composing the successive crews in the Oxford 
and Cambridge boat-races for twenty years, — from 1849 to 1869, — 
probably the hardest series of races of modem years, if not of all time. 
I have already mentioned the &ct that training for these events and 
participation in them had not prevented the same men from taking far 
higher positions in the college and in subsequent life than the average 
of their classmates, and we find now from Dr. Morgan's essay, based 
on the very carefully collated testimony of themselves and their friends, 
that it exerted no more injurious effect upon their physical health. As- 
suming that the statements of the friends were true in the few cases 
where death from heart-disease or consumption had been attributed by 
them to boating (and we must not forget that the families in such cases 
are very apt to adopt the pod hoc ergo propter hoc method of reasoning), 
we still find among the oarsmen a mortality of only thirty per cent., 
while during the same time among the outside population of corre- 
sponding ages the percentage was forty-six. The mortality was also 
considerably below that of the population generally, their average of 
life having been much beyond that computed by the life-insurance 
tables. 

Much of the argument directed against athletic sports has been 
founded on isolated examples of sudden or early death among profes- 
sional athletes ; but Mr. Blaikie has called attention to the fallacy of 
this r^oning in an excellent and temperate arficle on « The Risks of 
Athletic Work.'^ Dr. Richardson in his " Diseases of Modern Life" 
ventured the statement that there was not in England " a trained pro- 
fessional athlete of the age of thirty-five who has been ten years at 
his calling who is not disabled." Even if this startling assertion were 
true, it would be proper to consider carefully the concomitant circum- 
stances before concluding that athleticism had any share in producing 
this condition. Selecting the pugilists and oarsmen as examples, Blaikie 
found that Heenan had received serious injuries in a railway-accident, 
that Hyer had lived a most irregular life, that Morrissey had a '^ oom- 
plication of disorders," that Walter Brown died of acute disease pro- 
duced by exposure while trying to save his floating boat-house, that 
Sullivan and Poole were shot, etc. On the other hand, he points to 
Captain Gulston, of the London Rowing Club, who had rowed two 
hundred races, and who at the age of forty-two pulled the oar of his 
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boat in the international races at the Centennial ; to Bendigo, '' Jem'' 
Ward, " Jem" Maoe^ and " Ned" Price, professional prize-fighters, who 
lived to advanced years ; to the Ward brothers, two of whom, at least, 
were hale, hearty men after many years of severe training and nu- 
merous races ; to William B. Curtis, the athlete, Norvin Taylor, the 
runner, and others whose lives, distinguished as much for health and 
longevity as for athletic prominence, have established the fedsity of Dr. 
Eichardson's too sweeping assertion. The one instance to the contrary 
was the sudden death of Benforth, still remembered with r^ret by all 
oarsmen, which undoubtedly seems to have resulted from over-exertion. 
Here, however, there was no previous medical examination, and con- 
sequently no evidence that he was as '^ fit" as he appeared to be to stand 
the strain of an exciting race. 

Of the one hundred and fifty men in Harvard Universiiy crews 
which rowed against Yale in the quarter of a century from 1852 to 
1876, there were but seven deaths known to have resulted from disease; 
one of these being from nervous trouble, one &om Bright's disease, and 
five from consumption. Another one of the oarsmen living was known 
to have pulmonary disease. In four of these six cases of consumption, 
however, there was distinct hereditary predisposition, and in the other 
two the habits of life had been most irr^ular. We know, too, that ath- 
letic sports and exercises have oftien had a marked and distinct curative 
effect upon already existent disease. Alexander Humboldt was ex- 
tremely delicate in his youth, and attributed the wonderful power and 
endurance of his later life to physical exercise undertaken for the pur- 
pose of enabling him to carry on his explorations. Dr. Winship, who 
lifted three thousand pounds, has told us that he was a weak, puny lad, 
and only began his athletics for the purpose of fitting himself to thrash 
an offensive upper-class man in ooll^ ; and Julian Hawthorne is au- 
thority for the statement that Blaikie, the celebrated oar and athlete, 
b^n his athletic career an apparently hopeless consumptive. 

It would be easy for me to multiply testimony to this effect, but no 
fairer test of the truth or fallacy of the statements in question has been 
devised than this of Dr. Morgan's, and the conclusion is justifiable that 
rational physical culture is not prejudicial but is actually fiivorable to 
intellectual power, bodily health, and longevity, and that the customary 
athletic sports of our colleges and universities, when properly guided 
and restricted, may be included in this statement. 

It is not necessary for the purpose of this paper to deny that the 
enormous increase in the public interest in athletics in this country and 
in England may furnish in some instances a stimulus which is rendered 
unhealthy by its very intensity. It would doubtless be better for some 
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reasons that the interest in the Yale-Harvard boat-race should be 
confined to the participants and their classmates, instead of reaching to 
the remotest parts of the country; that the foot-ball and base-ball 
games between a few of the leading collies should be friendly contests, 
played quietly on college fields, rather than trials of skill before im- 
mense audiences and upon grounds in or near great cities ; that the 
intercoU^ate sports which take place each spring in New York should 
be events in which any ordinarily athletic undergraduate could make a 
fiiir showing, rather than trials of speed, of skill, or of strength in 
which professional records are not infrequently touched or broken. 

Forty years ago the Oxford-Cambridge or Eton-Harrow cricket- 
matches were played in the presence of a few personally interested 
spectators, and the boat-races between the two great English univer- 
sities were witnessed by a few keen partisans. Now Lord's cricket- 
ground will hardly hold the throngs who attend the matches, and their 
date affects the duration of the London season, while the condition of 
each oarsman of the University crews is thought of enough importance 
to be telegraphed to the Antipodes. 

This does not, however, lessen the value of the preparatory training, 
the long periods of practice, of patient effort, with its necessary self- 
denial, which this very public interest leads much larger numbers of 
students to undergo than would otherwise be the case. It may be an 
evil, — it undoubtedly is in so far as it breeds a spirit of " professional- 
ism,'' — ^but it is not without its concomitant advantages, and, to some 
extent, carries with it its own remedy. At any rate, that remedy is 
not to be found in violent and stringent legislation on these subjects by 
those in authority. 

Three years ago an effort was made to overcome some of the alleged 
difiSculties associated with college athletics by a series of regulations 
which it was sought to have adopted by the collies of the Eastern and 
Middle States. Two meetings of members of the faculties of those 
colleges were held at Columbia College, New York, at the last of which 
the writer was present. All the important collies were represented, 
with the exception of Yale. Eesolutions were adopted almost unani- 
mously, prohibiting the employment of professional athletes, oarsmen, 
or ball-players either for instruction or for practice in preparation for 
any intercollegiate contest; forbidding college organizations to play 
base-ball, foot-ball, lacrosse, or cricket except with similar organiza- 
tions from their own or other institutions of learning ; providing that 
all such intercollegiate games should take place upon the home grounds 
of one or the other of the competing collies ; fixing the maximum 

length of the intercoU^iate boat-races at three miles, etc. These reso- 
Vol. XXXIX.— 67 
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lutions were earnestly opposed bj a small minoritj (of one or at most 
of two), as being impracticable or injudicious. The danger of intrusting 
to numbers of young men animated by a strong spirit of rivalry, and 
without special technical or professional knowledge, the work of prepa- 
ration for athletic contests, was pointed out. The advantages, both as 
to the acquirement of skill and as to morals, derived from practice with 
amateur teams and crews oflen made up of college graduates or of 
material as good socially as the undergraduate classes, were dwelt upon, 
and, as an example, the absurdity of preventing the cricket team of the 
University of Pennsylvania from practising with the Young America, 
Germantown, and Merion Clubs was shown. Other rules were still 
more strongly controverted, but all were adopted. A committee, repre- 
senting the faculty, trustees, and undergraduates of the University of 
Pennsylvania, and consisting of Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, Mr. Samuel 
Powel, Jr., and the writer, immediately prepared a circular setting forth 
the objections to the proposed regulations, which was sent to all the 
institutions concerned, and, with the exception of Harvard and Prince- 
ton, in every case, I believe, they were either rejected or permanently 
tabled. Professor Young, of Princeton, in a recent article in The 
Foi^um, revives the suggestions and again advocates them, but it was 
then made evident that such arbitrary and radical interference on the 
part of Acuities or trustees was not approved of, either by the under- 
graduates or by the members of the governing boards. 

Finally, no system of physical education is complete unless it 
recognizes the necessity which exists for attending to the symmetrical 
development of the body. 

If, for example, you will carefully examine a typical rowing man, 
one who has been exclusively an oarsman, you will see that his 
hips and thighs are developed at the expense of his calves ; that the 
muscles of his back and loins are far stronger than his chest-muscles ; 
that his back arm and forearm somewhat exceed in development and 
hardness the front arm, though neither is noticeably developed. 

This indicates also the proper exercises with which to supplement 
rowing in such a man, — which will round him out, complete his 
development, add to his symmetry, and increase his general health and 
efficiency. He needs, obviously, running for his 1^, the parallel bars 
for his chest, the rings or ladder for his upper arm ; and this would be 
the advice which he would receive from a careful and intelligent trainer, 
to his great advantage not only as a man or an athlete, but also as an 
oarsman. Blaikie tells how in 1879 he saw Hanlon, long the champion 
oarsman of the world, try to do a few " dips," — i.e., to let the body 
down between the arms so that the shoulders come to the level of the 
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hands. It is usually practised on parallel bars, but may be tried be- 
tween two ordinary kitchen-chairs placed back to back. Hanlon let 
himself down in this way, and actually could not raise himself once, 
and a few months later could only do so twice, failing to get up on the 
third attempt. His upper arm drawn up measured only thirteen inches. 

Further examples might be drawn from other of our athletic sports 
to illustrate the general and important truth that no one exercise (nor, 
indeed, any series of the recreative and compeHtive exercises alone) 
will give complete and symmetrical development, or enable the amateur 
athlete to ^^ get the most out of himself,'^ as the phrase goes, with ease, 
comfort, and safety. 

It is with this fact in mind that the systems of physical education 
now in use at Harvard, the University of Pennsylvania, and other 
American collies, and long used at Oxford, have been devised, the 
plan being approximately as follows : 

Each student is stripped and carefully examined as to his weight, 
height, the circumference of his chest, and the size and condition of his 
1^, thighs, arms, and forearms. The sum of all these measurements, 
expressed in any convenient terms which may be selected,— centimetres 
or feet, for example, — ^is taken as an approximate indication of his de- 
vdopmerU. It indicates, that is, with more or less accuracy (and par- 
ticularly in men of immature years, in whom there is but little subcu- 
taneous fat), the amount of working material which he possesses, though 
it fails to show the actual working value of that material. 

Having recorded the development, the examiner proceeds to esti- 
mate the total available strength, and for this purpose applies a series 
of tests which show the strength and capacity of the lungs, and the 
strength respectively of the back, 1^ and thighs, arms and chest, 
forearms and abdominal muscles. The sum of these is expressed in 
the same terms as those indicating the development, and can readily be 
compared with itv If the strength is in excess of the development, the 
condition is good, and the figures representing it have a plus value ; if 
the reverse is the case, the condition is poor, and the figures have a 
minus value. The personal and family history is also ascertained and 
recorded. 

The examiner is now in position to give advice, if it is required, 
upon a number of important topics. He can point out, for example, 
to the man inclined to be pigeon-breasted the value of the parallel or 
upright bars ; he can suggest to the man with weak 1^ the rowing- 
machine or the river ; he can instruct the man with a feeble or irritable 
heart to moderate his work, or can advise him with flabby muscles, 
slow circulation, or undue accumulation of &t, to become more active in 
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his exercises ; he can go further than this^ if need be, and can point out 
the proper diet to those of gouty or rheumatic parentage, the proper 
clothing to those inheriting a tendency to pulmonary trouble, and in 
fiw5t can apply the general rules of hygiene or of preventive medicine 
to each individual case, with the advantage derived from the previous 
thorough and scientific inspection. It would be well, indeed, if every 
person in the community submitted to a similar examination by his 
family physician and received similar instruction. The effect of such a 
course in warding off preventable disease could hardly be estimated. 

These examinations are repeated from time to time, and the changes 
carefully noted. It has already been conclusively shown that not only 
are greater feats of strength accomplished when this system is properly 
followed, but that they are done with vastly greater ease and safety, 
owing to the symmetrical development of all parts. Tables made 
out at Harvard and extending over five years show, for instance, 
taking the average of ten men as to ^^ condition," and expressing the 
result in figures, that whereas in 1880 their strength was in excess of 
their development as 126 to 100, in 1884 the proportion had risen to 
476 to 100; in other words, their condition in 1880 being taken at 
126, it had in the four years increased to 476, or nearly fourfold. The 
improvement may be made more readily comprehensible, perhaps, by 
taking a special example of physical exertion. In 1880 there was not 
a man among them who lifted over three hundred and ninety-three 
pounds : that was the maximum. In 1884 the maximum was six 
hundred and seventy-five pounds, while the minimum was four hundred 
and twenty-seven, or thirty-five pounds more than the maximum of the 
first year. The concomitant improvement in health and vitality cannot 
be expressed in figures, but was no less marked. 

This, after all, is the sort of athletic work which it seems most 
worth while to preach or prescribe to the world. Competitive athletics, 
though, as we have seen, far less dangerous and much more beneficial 
than is generally supposed, cannot, for want of time or opportunity, 
be indulged in by the majority of men who have entered upon the real 
work of their lives. For college students their undue encouragement 
is objectionable on account of the one-sided and partial development 
which they bring, and because of the frequent distraction from coU^ 
duties which they cause when the spirit of rivalry is allowed to become 
extreme. Let us by all means foster and preserve the manly games 
and sports in which for centuries it has been the pride of the Anglo- 
Saxon race to excel ; let us encourage their spread not only among the 
students of our schools and colleges, but among the dyspeptic, nervous, 
and overworked professional and business men produced in such enor- 
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mous numbers by the strain and hurry and exciting competition of our 

modem life. But let us avoid^ at the same time^ the evils which surround 

these sports, — ^the risk of strain from lack of proper preparation, — i.c., 

of rational " training ;" the risk of developing the competitive element 

until all things are sacrificed for success in one particular direction or 

event ; the danger— especially to be guarded against in our colleges— of 

introducing the spirit of " professionalism" which looks rather at the 

prize won than at the means by which it was obtained ; which abounds 

in quibbles and wrangles and unkind feeling ; which reduces the masses 

to the position of spectators and develops a few specialists instead of 

large numbers of general athletes. Let it be understood that the main 

object and idea of exercise is the acquirement or preservation of health ; 

that it is by far the most important therapeutic and hygienic agency at 

the command of the physician of to-day ; that it can be prescribed on 

as rational a basis with as distinct reference to the correction of existing 

troubles or the prevention of threatened ones as any of the drugs of 

the pharmacopoeia ; that it increases not only the muscular strength and 

general vitality, but also the activity and vigor of the brain ; that it 

augments incalculably the working power of the individual, and that 

it enables him, by means of the health and strength which it confers, 

not only to do better work than his business or professional rival who 

lacks these attributes, but also to do it more easily and safely, with the 

greatest amount of comfort and pleasure and the highest degree of 

usefulness to mankind. 

J. William WhiU, MI). 



THE LONELY CZAR. 

FANCY the fear with which a star might seek 
Grace of the sun, whose very glance may kill ; 
Then fancy,- too, the sun's infuriate pique 

That equal love eludes his sovereign will ; 
And, fancying yet the cumulative woe 

Of wild suspicion's dread 'twixt sun and star, 
Take comfort, ye of nether earth, and know 
The comfortless isolation of the Czar ! 

Mary B, Dodge. 
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There !a an old saying regarding the timidity of angels which may be quoted 
when a member of the laity rushes into subjects upon which the learned are not 
agreed. The advantage possessed by the layman is that he can speculate " with- 
out prejudice/' because, unlike the scientist, he is not trammelled by either 
theory or school. The layman is a free-lance. Were this not so I should not 
venture to discourse of the germ theory or of brain-idiosyncrasies. 

It has seemed possible to me that if we could put our mental processes under 
the microscope we might find reason for believing that the theory concerning 
germ-influences in our physical life might also apply to the mind ; that what we 
call a " wave movement" is simply an epidemic of mental bacteria, and that our 
individual development is owing to the difibrences in our individual mental con- 
ditions, which invite and promote the growth of difierent species of these bac- 
teria. I can advance no proof for these assertions, but the possibility that certain 
diseases were produced by living organisms was argued before the microscope dis- 
covered them. This, then, is my defence in pointing out a few of the coincidences 
which support such a conjecture. 

As we understand them, the bacilli are living vegetable organisms so minute 
that nine thousand of them could stretch themselves end to end and not occupy 
the length of an inch. As many of the round ones could lie on the head of a pin 
and have room to turn over. They exist everywhere, yet they have the most 
decided opinions about their surroundings, and when they find a home that suits 
them the colony instantly grows by the million. What they ask is food. Give 
them what they like to eat, and the bacilli are satisfied. Palace or hovel, prince 
or beggar, it is all the same to them. Still, nothing that lives is more discrim- 
inating in its menu. The delicate, thorough-bred dog eats at its master's order, 
but not so with the bacilli. They must have what they like or nothing. And 
they do not all like the same food. The scientist who sets himself to raising 
them soon discovers this little obstinacy. The spirilli at once refiise to screw 
themselves into the banquet prepared for the micrococci, nor will the bacteria 
feed where their first-cousins the bacilli would be in clover. One likes beef-tea, 
another raw potatoes, and if a third fancies diphtheria, the best conditions for 
septicsemia will not divert him from his purpose of producing the diphtheria 
instead. The cholera bacillus adores impure water, but the germ which stirs up 
hydrophobia has no use for water, good or bad. This natural selection of nutri- 
tion explains why we have certain epidemics or certain diseases. We present 
the proper conditions, and the germ immediately and with vigor improves them. 
If you are ready for the cholera, you have it, and the germ which produces re- 
lapsing fever has no use for you. You have been the magnet to the cholera 
germ, to no other. This idiosyncrasy of the germs explains why some people 
escape a contagious disease, while others, apparently more healthy, or living 
more wisely, fall victims to it. Sometimes, however, the germ is deceived. A 
passing morbid sensitiveness on the part of some one deludes him, and he fastens 
himself on deceptive conditions. He may find food for himself, but his intention 
to establish a family fiuls, and his power dies with him. His victim will show 
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what we recognize in epidemic seasons as a " sympathetic fever." The patient 
sickens with all the premonitory symptoms of the prevalent disease, but recovers 
without farther disturbance. 

What is more common than analogous mental conditions? We constantly 
meet people who have a ** sympathetic fever" of ideas. They interest and excite 
our expectations, but we get nothing from them. It is evident that they have 
attracted the idea-bacillus, but failed to nourish it, and it has died without prop- 
agation. There is another class which takes the idea-bacillus at once. As the oak 
is to the acorn, so is the idea to their development of it. Just as some people 
take every disease that is going, from the influenza to the smallpox, so they take 
all ideas. There is no better example of this mental sensitiveness to the idea- 
bacilli than Benjamin Franklin. He seems to have presented extraordinarily 
fine conditions, and the variety and fertility of mental bacteria in his organiza- 
tion are surprising. Goethe and Humboldt also belonged to this class, and must 
have attracted and nourished a perfect crowd of bacilli, bacteria, spirilli, micro- 
cocci, and the mycelial fungus, or whatever answers to them all in the mental 
germs. There are many people of great power who are, however, much more 
limited in their development They evidently offer inducements for but one 
variety of the mental germ. They follow one pursuit with energy and ability, 
and they know nothing else. Outside of their own departments they are as fish 
out of water. We call them " abstracted," " absorbed," because their perceptions 
are concentrated. Possibly they would prefer to have more than one set of ideas, 
but, even while living in an atmosphere filled with germs of mental activity, 
their brains offer soil to very few. 

We might also find in the study of the germ a solution of some mental rela- 
tionships which now seem eccentric. Why, for instance, should a composer be 
so often a fine mathematician, and why should doctors write novels? The study 
of harmony does not explain the one, nor does the wealth of material the other. 
A lawyer certainly comes into possession of romances, but a retired judge never 
amuses himself publishing serials. The doctor does. Just as soon as the latter 
makes money enough to be independent of the opinions of patients, he takes 
to pen, paper, and plots, as the sailor does to the farm. If we understood the 
idea-germ, we might find these tendencies related to each other, as the bacteria 
are to the bacilli. ^ 

Hereditary influences might also be explained. We inherit physical condi- 
tions predisposing us to gout or to consumption, and why not similar ones making 
tastes, peculiarities, inevitable? We see the inherited propensities crop out in 
members of a family separated by distance, subjected to different educational 
influences ; we know them to reappear in different generations, and we vaguely 
explain the whole thing by some unknown law of inheritance. Perhaps they do 
not inherit the peculiarity, but the conditions necessary for it. A composer of 
music is almost invariably born of musical parents, and we generally find a 
marked love of color and form somewhere among the ancestors of great artists. 
Why are there not varieties of the literary spirilli, the dramatic micrococci, and 
the engineering bacilli ? One family follow law in England and in America. 
They say it is "the tradition of the family." I say it is the "predisposition." 
No amount of local influence, of opportunity, of need, can make men successful 
in directions for which nature makes them unfit, because ihe law of germ-life 
will not admit growth in sterile conditions. The Behoboams and Bichard Crom- 
wells of history had their paths made ready for them, but they evidently did not 
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inherit the peculiar susceptibility which distinguished their fathers, and the 
germ which will make a ruler out of a subject passed them by. 

When we come to look at what we call the " wave movement/' we find it 
especially interesting if we consider it as bacterian. What is it that determines 
the character of an age ? Is it demand and supply ? If so, why was not the age 
of discoveries also the age of locomotion ? Surely the men who set sail over seas 
whose limits no chart could prophesy should have been glad of swifter, safer 
ships. But their eyes were fixed only on ihe lands to which they were going, 
and they cared little how long it took to go. In these days great fame and great 
fortune await the great poet, but out of the multitude of prophets no Saul is to 
be seen standing head and shoulders above the others. The crown of laurel waits, 
but the young head comes not. Yet, in an age when to be a poet was to lose van- 
tage-ground, in distant lands, unknown one to ihe other, Tasso, Shakespeare 
or Bacon, Lopez de Vega, Comeille, Calderon, Moli^, and how many others, 
were busy making the literature of their countries illustrious I There was also an 
age of religious enthusiasm. We busy ourselves to-day making creeds, but which 
of us will persuade fifty thousand children to go off on a crusade into even a civ- 
ilized and known country ? There was- an age when great pictures were being 
painted in every country, and the age when great music was written, the age of 
revolutions, and the age of science. In certain years the writers produced his- 
tory ; in others, essays ; in others, poems ; in others, novels. I cannot find any 
law of demand and supply regulating these chronological developments. Why 
did not one of the Lake poets write a novel, and why did neither Dickens, Thack- 
eray, Beade, Charlotte Bronte, George Eliot, George Sand, Balzac, Dumas, nor any 
of the great novelists just departing, write great plays? Certainly not for need 
of a market I 

The reason is simply that we have epidemics of the idea-germ indifferent 
eras, just as we have of the physical germ. When these epidemics are prevalent, 
the individuals whose mental conditions are favorable to the growth of the germ 
develop them, some in greater, some in lesser degree. Other germs may exist 
and be developed at the same time, but one species will assume a violent epi- 
demic form and give to each age the character which is afterwards recognized by 
history as peculiar to it. 

In the mean time there are two other fiu^ts which govern the physical bacilli, 
which have their analogies in the mental forms. One is, tiiat in morbid 
conditions they consume the oxygen in the blood, and the other, that the lower 
organization may fiitally inoculate the higher, not vice versa. Thus, the sheep 
will give anthrax to the man, not the man to^the sheep. This is the bacte- 
rian meaning of Tennyson's warning, — 

Thoa shalt lower to his level day by day. 

What is fine within thee growing ooarse to sympathise with olay. 

As man is educated and developed we will become capable of a higher infec- 
tion by the idea-germ. The bacilli that fire the brain of prophet and seer will 
find their place with us, and we will see and hear. 

I could suggest many other illustrations toward the proving of my conjec- 
tural position, such as the phenomena of crime, the laws governing murder and 
suicide, but I simply wish to propound the theory and then leave it for others to 

demonstrate. 

LouUe Stockton. 
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ANY cold-blooded man who has really attained the ideal which modem phi- 
losophy sets before us — ^who has learned to suspend his judgment on all 
disputed and disputable points — ^must look with infinite amusement upon the 
warmth and vehemence of controversy. Our most cherished £uths are the 
merest accidents of birth, of temperament, or of environment, yet we look upon 
them as vital and sacred. Our axioms, as some one has said, are things we have 
never heard questioned. Yet we would consider any who questioned them as fit 
candidates for an asylum. Our reasoning powers are unable to cope with any 
one real fact (noumenon as distinguished firom phenomenon) in the universe, yet 
we all speak with the confidence of oracles. To the ideal being whom we have 
just imagined, human thought must present itself as a chaos of individual 
opinions, in which one set of fools squabble with another because the confiision 
of the one difiers firom the confusion of the other. The great Jones brays and is 
applauded by his fellow-donkeys. The great Robinson gabbles in opposition, to 
the delight of his fellow-geese. Jones and Eobinson have their little day and go 
down into oblivion ; their place is taken by a new set of geese and donkeys, and 
the eternal farce goes on. 

The controversy as to the proper field of fiction, for instance, — ^who shall 
decide it? It is not a question of great public moment, and as* a rule it has been 
kept within the limits of courtesy ; yet some bad blood has been engendered. 
We have got over believing, with our ancestors, that a man must be wickedly and 
wilfiilly blind because he refuses to think as we do ; we still cherish a conviction 
that his refusal comes firom a limitation of intellect We have sympathy for 
bodily infirmities. We have not even forgiveness for mental ones that offend our 
own vanity. Contempt is the anger we visit upon a man for having insufficiently 
cultivated the faculties by which he judges us, and no sort of anger is fiercer or 
more unrelenting. 

But to return to the question of fiction. Here are a number of schools 
clamoring with noisy insistence for the recognition of their own canons of art. 
One says in substance, '' Give us life as it is, not young people's ideals of life, 
— ^the commonplace, humdrum existence around us, without any false glamour 
thrown over it; but leave out of the picture what is base, impure, or unclean." 
Another, " Give us life as it is, and leave in the impurity, for that is a neces- 
sary part of the picture of life. Man in his present condition may not be a 
very noble animal ; he is nobler than the waxwork ideal of the novelist. Flesh 
and blood have weaknesses that waxwork does not possess, but flesh and blood 
are superior to waxwork. CM is a better artist than the novelist. The man 
who struggles and fitlls yet still struggles upward is a finer being than the 
flabby imitation of modem fiction, who keeps at a dead level of superiority 
without the need of straggling." A third says, " It is the province of fiction 
to idealize human life; to paint it only in its grander and higher manifesta- 
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tions ; to seize upon the situatioiis, the thoughts, and the feelings which are 
moving and elevating.*' A fourth (and the Reviewer confesses a kindness to this 
school) simply urges that, as the public will not tolerate the whole truth, it is just 
as well to fall back upon the old romantic traditions, and give them novels whose 
scenes are frankly and honestly laid in an ideal world and bathed in the light 
which never was on sea or land. After all, may not the Ideal be the higher Bed, 
a dim prophetic premonition of what we are all struggling to reach? But among 
these conflicting theories who shall decide ? 

Thomas Hardy, although he cannot, when the bulk of his work is considered, 
be classed among the realists, certainly excels them all in the courage with which 
he looks in the £Eice the unpleasant facts of life and paints them stripped of all 
conventional disguise. He has frequently brought down upon himself the cen- 
sure of the public, and in his last book he probably deserves it . " The Wood- 
landers" is in fact what many others only pretend to be, a novel of real life, and 
a very unpleasant and depressing one, — ^as unpleasant and depressing in its way 
as would be a real conversation between any ordinary circle of men if jotted 
down by a stenographer. Fitzspiers, the hero, is a real being, selfish, clever, 
weak rather than wicked, a slave to his passions, a stranger to any high or noble 
impulse, just such a young man as we daily associate with on terms of perfect 
good feeling, without any of the revulsion that we feel when he is portrayed for 
us in fiction ; and Grace is just the sort of girl with whom we have so ofi«n 
fallen in love, a nice, pliable, gentle being, with slender reasoning powers and 
little sense of justice, especially where her own claims are concerned, with weaker 
passions than the man, but governed by higher, though not very high, ideals. 
Her temporary love for another and a better man than her husband, after the 
latter has basely deceived and left her, her efforts to obtain a divorce, her wild 
grief over poor Winterbome when he sacrifices his life for her, her speedy for- 
getfiilness of him, her renewed love-making with her husband, and her final 
capitulation, are true to life, though violating all the traditions of fiction. The 
only people in the book who excite respect are the rustics, and they are too stolid 
and stupid to know how to be wicked. These rustics are probably conventional- 
ized, but you can accept the conventions and still acknowledge that they are 
admirably and skilfully painted. 

The situation which is touched upon in Mr. Hardy's novel, the love of a 
married woman for another than her husband, is treated far more delicately and 
poetically, because more in accordance with literary precedent, in two new 
novels, " The Feud of Oakfield Creek," by Professor Josiah Joyce, a new name 
in fiction, and " Saracinesca," by F. Marion Crawford, the brilliant young author 
who has already won such enviable laurels. In both books the woman has that 
glamour thrown over her with which romance-writers are apt to invest their 
heroines, and which every man throws over the woman with whom he is in love. 
But both of them are substantially true to life, and are admirable studies of 
pure, proud, noble natures sorely tempted but never for a moment swerving firom 
the line of duty. Both novelists, again, use the romancer's privilege of kOling 
off the husband in due course ; but, while Crawford wisely marries the lovers, 
Professor Joyce has respected one of the most artificial and puerile of all the con- 
ventions of fiction in leaving Margaret Eldon to her widowhood. There was no 
reason that she should not marry Harold, save that it might set wiggiog the 
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tongues of the gossips ; and the cowardice which shrinks from gossip has nothing 
admirable in it. For the rest, Professor Joyce's novel is a vivid picture of life 
on the Pacific coast, as might be expected fix)m an author who, though at present 
a professor at Harvard, is a native of California and an earnest student of its his- 
tory. But he shows all the marks of a novice in story-telling ; he handles his 
incidents clumsily, and the early part of the tale is so involved and complicated 
that it may frighten away the average reader. " Saracinesca," on the other hand, 
is the work of a trained artist, who knows how to make the most of his materials. 
It is a novel, or romance, of Eome under Pius IX. : cardinals, princes, noblemen, 
the Pope himself, move through its pages, while a malign circle of conspirators 
form a dark background for all this goodly company of aristocrats. Mr. Craw- 
ford is evidently a conservative, if not a reactionist. He is a good Catholic ; 
he has a great reverence for the things that be ; titles and position strongly 
affect his imagination. He is affected, not as a snob, but as an artist, and he 
makes us feel the charm that stirs him. We have a certain sense of breathing a 
more rarefied, a purer air than the common, of moving among beings of a higher 
order, of lying in a sort of aristocratic Olympus, careless of all mankind who 
have not inherited a title or a fortune. Some of the portraits are admirable. The 
hero, to be sure, is as poor a creature as most heroes of romance are, but his 
father, the old Prince Saracinesca, is a delightful sketch of the irascible, blunder- 
ing, well-intentioned, clever, and noble-minded patrician. The faded old dandy, 
Astrardente, and the sly, scheming, silly young widow. Donna TuUia, are both 
well done, though they are old acquaintances in fiction. Cardinal Antonelli is 
painted admiringly, and is made to talk a great deal of sound common sense. 
But is Mr. Crawford right in speaking, as he does several times, of ** his small and 
gleaming eyes" ? On the boyish mind of the present writer, when years ago he 
caught a glimpse of Antonelli in the Vatican, the chief impression the great prelate 
left was of a pair of large, lustrous, piercing eyes glaring out of a £Eu^e of splendid 
force and character, but sinister and even malicious in expression. 

" A Child of the Century," by John T. Wheelwright (Scribner's), is bright 
and amusing. In his hero the author has succeeded in the difficult feat of paint- 
ing a prig who is amiable and even interesting in spite of— or perhaps in conse- 
quence of— his nervelessness and want of force. Other characters are drawn in 
outline in a brisk, rapid, sketchy way, the only real failure being the artist Ed- 
mands, the conventional combination of roui and man of genius long familiar to 
fiction, who only needs the missionary influences of a pretty girl to raise him to 
the higher things of which he is capable. Mr. Wheelwright has made a mistake 
in introducing a serious purpose into a book that has only draught enough for a 
pleasant little trifle. Convictions on the subject of the tariff, however carefully 
thought out and ably argued, are out of place in a summer novel. 

In *'The Jesuit's Ring" (Scribner's] Mr. A. A. Hayes has aimed at connect- 
ing a seventeenth-century legend of Mount Desert with flirting at Bar Harbor and 
Ejiights of Labor strikes and uprisings in the West. The fancy is ingenious 
enough, but the modan part is too intensely modem, too glaring in its colors, too 
brisk and slangy in its conversations, too realistic, in short, to mingle readily 

with l^endary mystery and romance. 

« 

**Qorm and Dm]glitm»'' bj the author of "The ^ooyof Margaret Kent" 
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(Ticknor), is an entertaining picture of fiuhionable society in a suburb of Phila- 
delphia. The humor is genuine, though in the sketch of the Shakespeare Society 
it just borders upon caricature, and Mrs. Beese and the girls who surround her are 
drawn with a carefid and loving hand and with considerable insight. The men 
are fairly good sketches of the average society man in his best dothes, though 
the talk is cleverer than that of the average society man's, even in Philadelphia, 
but no effort is made to get at the real man beneath the beautiful clothes. Even 
the hero's vacillating love for two girls which furnishes the plot of the book is 
treated only from the outside, is described and not explained. 

As it is the duty of a reviewer to be omniscient, it would be immoral for him 
to disavow an acquaintance with the " Game of Draw Poker," which is the sub- 
ject of a little book by John W. Keller (White, Stokes & Allen). The popularity 
of this most distinctive of all American inventions arises from the fact that it 
calls into play many of the noblest qualities of head and heart Cool judgment^ 
keen and ready wit, a deep insight into human nature, a calm and broad phi- 
losophy, an equable temper, boldness in emergency, fortitude in adversity, these 
are some of the conditions of success in the game. Further, its democracy is 
fully in keeping with the spirit of our institutions. Mr. Keller errs in speaking 
of poker as " a means of amusement to our better classes." It is a game for all 
classes. Oentleman and blackleg meet on even terms around the green baize 
table and learn respect for each other's higher selves. Mr. Keller's treatise is 
concise, practical, reliable. It is less elaborate than Blackbridge's ** Complete 
Poker Player," which has hitherto been the standard authority, but on the other 
hand it is less fEinciful (Mr. Blackbridge needs the corrective of Profl Proctor's 
strictures before he can be intrusted wit^ perfect safety to the unlearned and the 
unstable), and, being of more recent date, it has some notice of the latest devel- 
opments in the game. Like most writers on the subject, Mr. Keller has only hard 
words for the jackpot, which somebody declares to be as irrelevant to poker as a 
raffle for a turkey injected into a game of whist. But in truth it is idle to quarrel 
with tlie results of human experience. Both the " age" and the "jackpot" are 
features of the game that have been evolved by thoughtfid and progressive minds 
as a protection against that class of players who, in poker slang (tempered slightly 
for parlor use), " play too close to their stomachs." All authorities agree that if 
there were no compulsory feature in the game, tlie man who waited until he got 
a large hand before condng into a pot would be sure to win as against one who 
always came in on a pair. The innovations are simply a handicap upon the dose 
player, who must occasionally forfeit his age, or the preliminary stake in a jack- 
pot, as a tax upon his closeness. 

One of the send-intellectual " fads" of the present day is the study of pal- 
mistry. It is curious how many minds like to do their tliinking in platoons. 
People are even reading Browning because it is the &shion to do so. Mr. Ed- 
ward Heron- Allen by his recent lectures has assisted in reviving public interest 
in the pseudo-science of palmistry, and he has just given a popular summary of 
his larger books in " Practical Cheirosophy" (White, Stokes & Allen), an enter- 
taining enough little work upon a thoroughly useless subject 
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OUEEEISTT NOTES. 



JUST at present the South seems to be the land of literary promise. A sur- 
prising number of brilliant young writers are springing up below Mason and 
Dixon's Line. The July number of lAppincotfs Magazine will contain contribu- 
tions from many of the best known of these writers, — Julia Magruder, Am^lie 
Bives, Thomas Nelson Page, Eobert Bums Wilson, Charles W. Coleman, Jr., etc. 
Miss Magruder, whose " Across the Chasm'' made her suddenly famous, will con- 
tribute the complete novel "At Anchor," and Miss Bives will have a story 
entitled " The Farrier Lass o' Piping Pebworth." 

Hobsfobd's Acid Phosphate as a Nervinb. — ^Dr. F. De V. Hoard, 
Concordia, Kansas, says, '* I have used it personally, and am greatly pleased with 
its action as a nervine." 

Using xjp the Capital. — ^Every business man knows that if he carries on 
a business which constantly requires him to draw monthly or annually on his 
capital to keep his business going, that he will sooner or later come to the end 
and have to close up. So with the mental and physical powers of man. There 
is a certain amount of reserve force of mental and physical power in each in- 
dividual, and by giving nature an opportunity to recuperate each twenty-four 
hours and restore that which has been used up during the day, he may be en- 
abled to live out the usual span of life. The least overdraft, if persisted in, must 
eventually produce a " break-up." 

The man of thought and study increases the vital nerve-power in that por- 
tion of the lobes of the brain he brings into the greater exercise. This develop- 
ment can go on well and healthfully so long as the proper opportunity is given 
for sufficient recuperation. But with many there are times that circumstances 
seem to require extra toil and extra exertion at the expense of such opportunities 
for renewal of strength as nature is capable of affording. And especially true is 
this of women. Hence thousands annually succumb, and nervous prostration is 
the result. 

By the advancement of science a revitalizing agent has been discovered. It 
does not go through the process of digestion, but by a shorter process comes in 
contact with innumerable terminal nerves covering the countless air-cells of the 
lungs. Here, by the highest law of affinity, the nerve meeting with this ele- 
ment so congenial to its health and growth, seizes at once upon it as of right and 
necessity and appropriates it, thus becoming stronger, and with this renewed 
vitality nature commences anew its struggle for supremacy over all the enemies 
of life and health. 

(3 B., 866.) •• Fuuroiv, OswsQO Oouftt, N«w Towt, October 80, 1886. 

" Compound Oxygen has greatly benefited me. Under God it has given me 
new life. I was induced to send for a Home Treatment when physically and 
nervously prostrated, and after taking Compound Oxygen for a few weeks began 
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to feel mucli better, and before the second Home Treatment had been exhausted 
was nearly able to lay it aside. The permanency of the beneficial effects of the 
Compound Oxygen was questioned, but several months have passed since the last 
treatment was taken, and I am still well. My confidence in Compound Oxygen 
as a remedial agency is such that I recommend it on all proper occasions. You 
are at liberty to use my name in connection with the above. 

" Rev. John C. Breaker, 

" Pador Urst BaptUt Church)* 

This revitalizing agent is found in the Compound Oxygen Treatment as 
manufactured by Drs. Starkey and Palen, 1529 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Penn- 
sylvania. Any one desiring to become more £uniliar with this wonderftil remedy 
can be gratified if they will send for their brochure, a very interesting book ot 
two hundred pages, which will be sent free. 

Mr. Otis Skinner's allusion in the Mail and Express to Worcester's Small 
Dictionary as ** p^haps the best for orthoepical purposes" quite tickles the pub- 
lishers of the Worcester Series. Of course they knew it to be the best before, or 
thought they did ; but the confirmation of their idea by an entire stranger in 
this unexpected way is where the neatness of the thing comes in. 

Horsford's Acid Phosphate in Indigestion and as a Nerve Food.-- 
Dr. H. O. Hitchcock, Kalamazoo, Michigan, says, '' I have used it in many cases 
of indigestion depending upon nervous exhaustion, with ivarked benefit It 
appears to be a good nerve food." 

The following letter haa given so much pleasure to the publishers of Up' 
pincoWs Magazine that they take the liberty of publishing it entire : 

Thk Ck)Lt7]iBiAif OoLLKOK Pbxparatobt SchooXi, Washihotom, D.G., April 23, 1887. 

Messrs. J. B. Lippincott Company : 

Gentlemen, — ^Fresh from the reading of "Miss Defiurge," "Douglas 
Duane," and " The Deserter,'' delighted as I was with each of these novels, and 
eagerly awaiting your June issue, I cannot refirain from thanking you, for my 
own part, for the pleasure which you have given me in publishing these admira- 
ble stories, each so different from the other, yet each a gem. 

In a sort of weary, half-hearted way I was dragging through some of the 
New York monthlies, pitying the authoib who wrote the stories — ^though I could 
not do one-fiftieth as well myself— find the publishers who seem unable to appre- 
ciate the fact that when one reader professes himself pleased with " The Princess 
Casamassima" style ninety-nine others question his veracity or doubt his sanity, 
when I saw a notice in one of our papers of " Douglas Duane.'' Forthwith I 
bought the Lippincott containing it, and when I had finished this story I directed 
my bookseller here to stop my other magazines and consider me pledged without 
limit to Lippincott, 

Permit me to congratulate you upon the Lippincott of to-day and to wish for 
you the amplest, friUest success. The stories, the " Monthly Gk)ssip," the " Book- 
Talk," all are bright and delightfiil, exactly and happily meeting, in my opinion, 
the literary wants of thousands who sometimes tire of the oft-told battles of "The 
Eebellion" and endless, stale, unprofitable "jar and pottery articles'' which cause 
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a long-suffering and wonderfully patient public to wish that the writers of these 
articles had lived and died in old Etruria. 

Again congratulating you, I am, gentlemen, 

Yours very truly, 

A. P. Montague, 
Principal and College Prqfeaaor qf Latin, 

HoESFOED's Acid Phosphate in Nervous Depression. — ^Dr. F. W. 
Lytle, Lebanon, Illinois, says, " I have personally used it with marked advantage 
when overworked and the nervous system much depressed." 

J. B. LippiNCOTT Company have just issued an anonymous novel, " Wal- 
lingford/' which rumor says is from the pen of an official of the Baltimore and 
Ohio Railroad. The author's desire, according to report, is to test, without the 
influence of name, the theory that popular taste is for the romantic, sentimental, 
pathetic, and broadly humorous in literature, as against the photographic realism 
of the day which seems to hold any approach to feeling or " sympathy with 
characters" as bad literary form. The author appears to have thrown down the 
gauntlet and entered upon this ambitious design very boldly. Those who have 
seen the proo& speak highly of the work. Romance, sentiment, pathos, and 
broad humor in literature are good, but whether the author of " Wallingford" 
has captured them remains to be seen. 

Horsford's Acid Phosphate in Sick HEADACHE.--Dr. W. W. Gray, 
Cave Spring, GeorfLa, says, '' I have given it in several cases of habitual sick 
headache, with perfect success." 

The Book-Talk in the April number of LippincoWs Magazine reviewed a 
book of poems by James Gay, of Ontario, Canada. The Reviewer is pleased to 
know that his slight notice has been appreciated by the author, as the following 
letter will testify. As the work of a true genius, the compositor has been in- 
structed not to tamper with any of its orthographical, rhythmic, or grammatical 
peculiarities, but to set up the " copy" exactly as it wa? received. 

OusLPH, April 18tt 87 

To J B Lippincott And Co Philadelphia 
Gentlemen when reading your Monthly 
Magazine the other day behold I fell in with 
The Elephant And Flea composed by the 
Master of all Poets come from where the may 
You have the names of many a bright Poet as 
Long since passed away not one of those could 
Compose with this Little Man James Gay 
My composing with theirs is on a diferant stile 
All together for the good of man makes all Heavens 
Smile I was Born a Poeit Thousands on earth well 
Know it all through my life understand Ive don my 
Duty between Gk)d and Man always ready to do him 
Good as &r as I can this is the true Caractor of this fore 
Said Little Man no novels or fary tales with James Gay 
When ever I take my pen in hand to compose Christ tells 
Me what to say all my books are composed on a solid 
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Bock never to cause any stumbling blocks rock 
Of ages clift for me its where Ive found salvation free 
From the first breath of life no malice or strife never 
Enterd the Heart of James Gkty this if spared will 
Be caried out till he is called away to that happy 
Home prepaird for all mankind where nothing can decay 
I was 77 on the 24 of Last March Gladstone is four 
Months older then Gay Curious for me to have this 
To say My Brother Long Fellow died on my birth 
Day on March 24^ 1882 It appears the old poets are 
Passing away only two Left Lord Tinnysan and 
James Ghiy I am From the Parish of Brattan 
Clovelly Devonshire And Alfred Tinnysan is 
From the Isle of White I will asshure you my 
Brother Americans as a Poet with me as no site, I have 
Over two thousand five hundred pages all ready 
OomposM and ready for the press I want to reap 
Some benafits of My Beautiful Poemes before 
I am called to rest Poor Bobby Bums Lord Byran 
William Cooper Shake Speer Tom Moor Milton 
And my Brother John Gay A Devonshire Poet to 
And my self to I say thousands and tens of thousands 
Of Dolars will be Made by Book Publishers all over 
This world after our Bodeys have returned to clayf 
Ive been a great traveller in my day So now I want 
Published the Life and Travels of three years 
In England Inland and the Channal Islands and 
United States and Canada To some of the best Books 
Ever composed in Canada or in any other parts of 
This world I have composed forty versis for Her 
Majestyes Jubile I should say some of the fineist 
You ever did see. ♦ ♦ ♦ 
I have been composing more or less 
Since 61 1 can never give it up till I am called away 
My Heavenly Fathers will I must obay I sit and 
Compose some nights till nine and ten some times 
Till eleven I genarally take my happy repose about 
Nine sleep in peace with all Mankind I am a Man 
Above thousands this is so every ones friend and no 
Ones foe Gentlemen this is all at preasent I have 
To say Please send nle a few lines by return 
Of Post I shall feal as happy as the flowers in May 
Gentlemen yours Ever truly in Christ what 
More can a Poet say Address James Gay 
East Market Square Boyal City of Guelph 

Ontario 
N.B. my little Poemes through your 
Monthly Magazine can never be forgot 
The will sell in Unitid States and in Canada 
Just like Cakes when hot 
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Aunt Hepsy^s Foundling. 

A Novel. By Mrs. Liith Adams (Mni. LaitanI, antbor of " OeofTrey Stirling," 
"Madelon Lemoine," et«. 16mo. Half cloth. 50 cents. Paper cover. 25 centa. 

■ Wee Wifie. 

A NoTel. By Rosa N. Caeby, author of " Uncle Max," " Not Like Other Girls," 
" Nellie's Hemoriee," etc. 16mo. Half cloth. QOcents. Papercovcr. 25 ocota. 
"A better story, even, than the previous popular productions of this lulontcd au- 
thor." — TexoM Siftinga. 

Worth Winning. 

A Novel. By Mrs. H. Lovett CAMnaoN, author of " Pure Gold," " Vera 
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JPractical Lessons in Nursing. 

I. — Thx NcaeiNQ and Case ot the Nertoits and the Insane. By Chas. 
K. Mills, M.B., Professor of Diseases of the Mind and Ni^rvoua System in the 
Philadelphia Folyclinio and College for Graduates in 31edicine ; Neurologist to 
the Philadelphia Hospital, etc. 12mo. Cloth. $1.00. 

"A very unique and inatructiva work on tlio treatment of jjatieuta stifForinp; from 
either functioiiHl or organic nervous trouble." — Philadelphia Frfaa. 

" It la a work 'which hundreds will rend with profit, and which no nurso can afford to 
ba without. The style is clear, lively, sympiithatic, thoroughly BuienliUc and interesting, 
earnest and vigorous." — Philadelfhin Teacher. 

" 1 consider it a most valuflble addition to a nursa'a librnry, unit s1l:i11 advise nil nurses 
undor my charge to obtain it. The thanks of the prorcEsioii ure diiu to yiiu for placing 
such a valuahlb work within reach of nurses." — Jennie DaltUl, Head Xurae at P/iila<ielpliia 
ilotpUai. 

II. — MatbunitT; Infancy; Childhood. The Hygiene of Pregnancy ; the 

Nursing and Weaning of Infants ; the Care of Children in Health and Disease. 

By John M. Kbatino, M.D. 12iuo. Cloth. «1.00. 

The fkct of the enormous mortality of cliildren undor three years of age has for ii lung 

time attracted the attoiition of physicians, rendering it of the utmt>st impnrlanco that :<«nio 

manual, embracing the latest rosenruheson thesubject of thocareof uhildrcn,be prepared. 

The work whicli Dr. Keating presents covers the ground faithfully. 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY. 

My Recitations. 

By CoEA Uequhart Potter (Mrs. James Bbown Potter). 12mo. Extra 

oloth. $1.00. Cloth, gilt edges. $1.25. 

One of the most famous women in America at present is Mrs. James Brown Potter ; 
and her hook '' My Kccitutions" is one of the hest-selling hooks of the season, not only 
hecause its author's n^nie is a household word in our midst, hut also hecause she is known 
to he the host of American lady elocutionists, and a collection of pieces which have oh- 
tained her ajiprovul must be a valuable one to all readers, either amateur or professional. 

^* Her taste and judgment have proved good guides, and the selections are good. It 
embraces the btist, both new and old. They will read well, and there is not one in the 
book which a fastidious ear would reject." — New York Independent, 

*^ This little volume contains some of the most admirable poems in the language, and 
will prove a convenionfc to the growing number interested in recitation. Many of the 
pieces are old and familiar ; among the number will be found some to suit the most varied 
audiences and tastes." — Washington Public Opinion. 

Modern Idols. 

Studies in Biography and Criticism: By William Henry Thorns. 16mo. 

Extra cloth. $1.00. 

* ' Koviews of splendid literary finish and fine comprehension of the work of famous 
authors . . . whom he treats in a masterly and charming way. The hook should be read 
by those who revere good English and the output of an intelligent mind." — St, Louis 
Republican. 

" Mr. Thome's style is very pleasing, and his talks on our * Modern Idols' are full of 
vigorous thoughts. His opinions are unbiased and his manner of putting them particularly 
happy." — Baltimore American, 

Harcourt ; or^ A Soul Illumined. 

A Novel. By Mrs. Annie Somers Gilohrist, author of *^ Rosehurst,** *' The 
Mystery of Beechcroft,'* etc. 12iiio. Extra cloth. $1.25. 

" Pleasantly written. The descriptive passages are good and the narrative generally 
interesting." — Boston Saturday Evening Gazette. 

" The multitude of lovers of fiction who have enjoyed her other works will greet this 
one with pleasure." — Davenport Democrat. 

A Mirage of Promise. 

By Harriett Pennawell Belt, author of " Marjorie Huntingdon," etc. 12mo. 
Extra cloth. $1.25. 

" The various characters produced are strikingly and truly drawn. We are not among 
dreams ; the beings are human, with all their virtues and faults. There is much pleasure 
in the work and quietly-introduced instruction." — National Tribune^ Wa^hingt(m^ D.C. 

Saint Michael. Mrs. Wister'^s New Translation. 

A Romance. From the German of E. Werner, author of "Banned and 
Blessed," etc. By Mrs. A. L. Wister, translator of "The Second Wife," 
"The Old Mam'selle's Secret," " Violotta," etc. 12mo. Extra cloth. $1.25. 

" Werner's latest story, and the best which has been brought out in this country. It 
is full of life. Many of the incidents are exciting, and the characters in themselves become 
interesting as the romance progresses." — Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph, 

** Abounds in many poetical and dramatic situations ; is full of military fire and 
energy, and has many spirited scenes and maintains the interest of the reader." — Boston 
Journal, 

Taken by Siege. 

A Novel. 12mo. Extra cloth. $1.25. 

"The story deals with the living forces and events of to-day, and is one of the most 
vital and strong and keenly interesting of late novels." — Boston Evening Traveller, 

"A charming story, interesting alike to all, sustaining a high interest to the close. 
It is a book that the reader will not willingly lay aside until the pleasing sequel is 
reached." — Ohio State Joujmal, 

" What is here revealed of newspaper and theatrical life will secure great interest, 
as what is given is truthful and has value. The book is written by an experienced and 
able metropolitan press writer, and is worthy of all the success it is receiving." — Boston 
Globe, 



NEW PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. UPPINCOTT COMPANY. 

Uncle Max. 

A Novel. By Rosa Nouohettb Carey, author of " Not Like Other Girls," 
" Nellie's Memories," etc. 16mo. Half cloth. 50 cents. Paper cover. 25 cents. 
** The whole book is perfectly enchanting, being one of those restful stories which 
leave an abiding sense of satisfaction with the reader." — Boston Globe. 

" Like all the previous stories by this author, * Uncle Max' is refined, artistic, and 
decidedly fascinating. The situations are strong, the plot skilfully developed, and, above 
all, there is a purity of style and substance which makes the book elevating as well as 
interesting." — Baltimore "Evening News. 

Moloch : A Story of Sacrifice. 

By Mrs. Campbell Praed, author of " An Australian Heroine," " Policy and 
Passion," " Nadine," etc. 16mo. Half cloth. 50 cents. Paper cover. 25 cents. 

^'Strong and well written, and not to be laid aside until finished, so intense is the 
interest." — Baltimore Anierican. 

"This story gives an excellent opportunity for the exhibition of the fine descriptive 
talents of the author. In its present popular form the work will no doubt renew its 
early success." — Boston Gazette, 

The Folk-Songs of Italy. 

Specimens, with translations and notes, from each province ; and prefatory treatise 
by Miss R. H. Busk, author of the " Folklore of Rome," " Patranas," " Sagas 
from the Far East,'' etc. The specimens of the Canzuni and Ciuri of Sicily 
have been selected expressly for this work by Dr. Giuseppe PitrI:, of Palermo. 
Attractively bound in vellum. 16mo. G-ilt top, rough edges. $2.00. Only 
a limited edition printed, 

Folk-Songs are the intimate expression of the ideas of the people, the storehouse of all 
we care most to know about them. Whatever has enough good in it to last, their highest 
aspirations of every sort, are sure to have been committed by the people — most of all by 
the Italian people — to their traditionary rhymes. To sing is part of their being ; whatever 
they may be doing, they sing instinctively, and when we consider that these very songs 
have embodied the love-themes of the most poetical people of Europe, we cannot help re-, 
garding them with great interest. This collection has been made witn the view of enabling 
the English reader who possesses little or no knowledge of the Italian language to enjoy 
their fresh, simple, and charming melodies. 

Ftrst Steps in Scientific Knowledge. 

Seven Parts in one 16mo volume, or in Four Books, as follows: Book One. 
Natural History of Animals. Book Two. Plants, Stones, and Rocks. Book 
Three. Physics and Chemistry. Book Four. Anatomy and Physiology. By 
Paul Bert. Translated by Madame Paul Bert. Revised and Corrected by 
Wm. H. Greens, M.D., Professor of Chemistry in the Philadelphia Central ^igh 
School. With 550 Illustrations. Complete in one volume. 16mo. Extra cloth. 
75 cents. Price per Book, 30 cents each. 

*< So admirable a little book as this might well be made the subject of a discourse on 
the teaching of natural knowledge, as it is one of the most remarkable books ever written 
for children." — New Fork School Journal, 

''It is a wonderfully lucid and thoroughly systematic presentation of the elements of 
knowledge in the seven departments named. It does not attempt too much in any one, 
but each is a remarkable example of condensation without the sacrifice of clearness or 
thoroughness. There is a profusion of small illustrations which will be found helpful by 
pupils." — Chicago Times, 

Kenilworth. 

By Sir Walter Scott. New Library Edition. Complete in 25 Octavo volumes. 

Now ready, " The Abbot," " The Monastery," « Ivanhoe," " The Bride of Lam- 

mermoor,*' "The Heart of Mid- Lothian," "Legend of Montrose'' and "The 

Black Dwarf," " Old Mortality," " Rob Roy," " Antiquary," " Guy Mannering," 

and " Waverley." Cloth. $1.75 per vol. Half morocco, gilt top. $2.25 per vol. 

" The special points of this new edition, which appeal to the reader, are its convenient 

library form; neat, dark binding; clear, beautiful typography, restful to the eye; elegant 

illustrations, make it the best edition ever offered the American public." — JBostou 1}ira'Yv^crc\'(\« 
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Barndby Budge. {2 vols.) 



Just ready. Ilandy Edition of Dickem^s Worhs^ to be completed in 30 vols. 16mo. 
Previously issued, " Pickwick Papers/* 2 vols. " Christmas Stories," 1 vol. 
" Sketches by Boz,'* 1 vol. " Nicholas Nickleby," 2 vols. « Great ExpcistatioM," 
1 vol. " Martin Chuzzlewit," 2 vols. " Christmas Books," 1 vol. " Oliver 
Twist," 1 vol. " David Copperfield," 2 vols. Half cloth. 50 cents per vol. 
Half morocco. $1.00 per vol. 

In Course of Preparation, — " Bleak House," 2 vols. *' Edwin Drood" and Miscel- 
lanies, 1 vol. "Old Curiosity Shop" and Reprinted Pieces, 2 vols. "Pictures 
from Italy" and " American Notes," 1 vol. " Dombey and Son," 2 vols. 
"Child's History of England," 1 vol. "Our Mutual Friend," 2 vols. "Dn- 
commorcial Traveller," 1 vol. "A Tale of Two Cities," 1 vol. "Little 
Dorrit," 2 vols. 

Tho clear type, fine thin paper, with uncut edges, and neat binding make these little 
books as elegant as one need wish, while the low price will enable all lovers of Dickens to 
possess, at a very small outlay, a good edition of nis works. 



Major Gahagan. (1 vol.) 



Now ready. Ilandy Edition of Thackeray % works, to be completed in 27 
vols. 16mo; published one volume per month. Previously issued, "Great 
Hoggarty Diamond," 1 vol. " Irish Sketches," 1 vol. " Adventures of Philip," 
2 vols. " Henry Esmond," 1 vol. " The Virginians," 2 vols. " The New- 
comes," 2 vols. " Barry Lyndon," etc., 1 vol. " Pendennis," 2 vols. " Vanity 
Fair," 2 vols. Half cloth. 50 cents per vol. Half morocoo. $1.00 per voL 
^* It is without doubt one of the best and cheapest editions of Thackeray that hsve 
been put upon the market." — Boston Advertiser. 

^^ Lovely little books, with refined-looking pages, rough edges all round, and extremely 
tasteful binding, half linen and half paper." — Literary World, 

Half-Hours with the Best American Authors. 

Selected and arranged by Charles Morris. Complete in four crown octavo toIs. 

of about 500 pages each. Cloth, gilt top. fIS.OO. Half morocoo. $10.00. 

Three-quarters calf. $13.00. Also an l^dition de Luxe, limited to 100 copies. 

Elegantly printed on laid paper. Octavo size, untrimmed edges. 4 vols. Half 

cloth, with extra titles for rebinding. 

" The best samples from every American author of note in history, poetry, art, fiction, 
and philosophy are grouped here, so that the reader can take up any one of the four volumes 
and, turning at random, can find something particularly meritorious to entertain and in- 
struct him. Such books have not only the spice of variety about them, but they are full 
of solid and useful information ; they show in the easiest and most attractive way the 
difibrence in the styles of authors, and, more than all, give us only what is considered by 
the most competent judges to be the best productions of each. In collecting the gems of 
American authors and presenting and preserving them for mankind in such a convenient 
and attractive shape, Mr. Charles Morris has not only paid a handsome tribute to patriot- 
ism and literature, but has rendered a substantial service to mankind.'' — Baltimore Even- 
ing News. 

Clinical Manual of Diseases of the Bar. 

By Laurence Turnbull, M.D., Ph.G., President of the Subsection of Otology 
of the British Medical Association at Cork ; Member of the Section of Otologf, 
International Congress, Amsterdam. Second Revised Edition. In One Octavo 
Volume of over 500 Pages. With 114 Illustrations. $4.00. 

"This manual is the most thorough on diseases of the ear that it has been our pleasure to 
read. Every physician is in need of such a work, whether he has any other works on the 
subject or not." — St, Louis Medical Brief, 

"The author has greatly improved his work in this edition, and we shall expect it to 
meet a greater demand than ever. It is well issued and worthy of a place in the Ubrvj 
of all practitioners." — The American Lancet, Detroit. 
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Nervous Diseases and their Diagnosis. 

A Treatise Upon the Phenomena Produced by Diseases of the Nervous System, 
with Especial Reference to the Recognition of their Causes. By H. C. Wood, 
M.D., LL.D., Member of the Nationsd Academy of Science ; author of *^ Treatise 
on Therapeutics," " Thermic Fever," " On Fever," etc. 8vo. Extra cloth. $4.00. 

Sheep. $4.50. 

" The work is one that is likely to be of great use, and it certainly marks an advance 
in our study of neurological medicine." — New York Medical Journal, 

" Lucid language, clear type, a full index, and, above all, the presentation of late 
advances in this department of science, constitute the truly great attractions of this book. 
The distinguished author is widely recognized as one competent for his task." — Albany 
Medical A7inala, 

" We find on reading the introduction that this book was written for the general 
practitioner ; and of all American works on nervous diseases which we have yet seen, this 
18 the most intelligible to one who is not a specialist in neurology." — Journal of American 
Medical Association, 

Wear and Tear; or^ Hints for the Overworked. 

By S. Wbib Mitchell, M.D., author of " Fat and Blood," " Injuries of the 
Nerves," etc. Fifth Edition^ Revised and Enlarged, 16mo. Extra cloth. $1.00. 
*' The advice and suggestions are always timely and recommend themselves to physi- 
cians and laity alike," — Philadelphia College and Clinical Record. 

** The popular appeal for a wiser physical culture has not fallen upon deaf ears. It 
is gratifying to observe that a fifth edition has been demanded, which now appears with a 
thorough revision from the hands of the distinguished author." — Philadelphia Medical 
and Surgical Reporter, 

The Conception of the Infinite^ and the Solution 

OF THE Mathematioal ANTINOMIES : A Study in Psychological Analysis. By 
George S. Fullerton, A.M., B.D., Adjunct Professor of Philosophy in the 
University of Pennsylvania. 12mo. . Extra cloth. $1.00. 

'*The discussion is characterized by an unusual clearness and precision of statement 
and coherence and force of thought which awaken hopes of distinction in this difficult 
science for the author." — The Phuculelphia Lutheran, 

** Mr. Fullerton 's criticisms of the theories he attacks are acute and searching, and the 
view which he suggests has both novelty and simplicity. His brochure will do ^ood ser- 
vice in helping to remove some of the confusion and obscurity which surround the vexed 
question of philosophy with which it deals." — Charleston {S. C.) News and Cow'ier, 

Ornamental Interiors : Ancient and Modern. 

By J. MoYE Smith. With 32 full-page plates and numerous smaller illustrations 
designed by H. W. BaUey, Owen W. Davis, Lewis F. Day, J. T. Jackson, F. 
Margetson, B. J. Talbert, etc. 8vo. Extra cloth. $6.00. 

Tales from Chambers^ s Journal. 

Four vols. 16mo. Illustrated. Cloth, gilt. Price, $3.00. Half morocco. $6.00. 

To the readers of " Tales from Blackwood" this selection from Chambers's Journal 

will be a welcome companion set ; the well-known reputation of the Chambers press being 

sufficient guarantee of the excellence of the stories and their adaptability to homo culture 

and entertainment. 

BOOKS m PRESS. 
behind the Blue Ridge. 

A New NoYel. By Frances Coubtbnat Batlob, author of " On Botli Sides," etc. 

Thekla, 

A Stoiy of Yiennese Muncal Life. By William ARHSxaoNa. 

A Svmmer in Old Port Harbor, 

A NoTel. By W. H. Mitoalf. 
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IPKA & CO.,3N- 

140 S. 8th St., Philadelphia. 

ARTISTS' wxiuid P.MC Flown MATERIALS. 

I.1iBTItA <:OI.OIt(l, Box, 10 Colon. tl.SO. Ohintt Oolon, 

Plaques, and Panels. 
IXAI.1AK W^INK BO'm.BS. 

Coralline for HCodellinK' Braes HammerlilK Toola. Ontflta tOr 

Wood CftnlnB. 
A Dew illuatrated Oatalosue of IBS P«sai. on appllofttioii. 
Orders for above goode Oiled 07II.T tX 



140 ». BlKtatb St., PbllAaclpbla. 



UnUOUITTSD PnOTOaiLAPHS 

OF AUOIENT AND UODE&N V0BK8 OF AST, 
cml tracing reproductions ot 
fnmous original paintings, 
sculpture, aichitecture, etc. 
Price, cabinet size, fi.5c 
per dozen; larger siii 
prupiirtion. Send lo 1 
stniiilis for 1SS7 catalogue 
of 10,000 subjects. 
SOULE PHOTOQHAPH CO., 
Publishers, 338 Washlnglaii SlrB«t, Bntwi, Mm(. 




HOW TO INCREASE YOUR SALARY. 

INCREASE YOUR WORK TO YOUR EMPLOYER. 

DO THIS by MAKING YOURSELF QUICK «l FIGURES, 



HOW TO BECOME 

QUICK^zIFIGURES 



Not 



■■ lighlQi: 



collec 



rules and suggestions, giving Ibe shorfest, quickest, 
and best method for every-dny business Iransac- 
(Lons. Just such Inforniation as every business 
man should possess, and every boy be taught, but 
not to be found in school-books. 

BEAD COXDENBSD TABLE OF CORIEIITB. 
ADDITION.— Driil Table. From leflio right. Gen- 
eral Rules. UrountnE. Lertcer columu. LlEhlnfnf 
method. Rsulu only. I'he euy loethod. WiiE 
perl«l».__s and 3 columns _bi^ once. Amusing Atllh- 



isine Atltl 



orJaysonly. More or L131 ihan & 
days. Piitial uyments. To <ind the principal. I'o 
find the rate. To find (he time. Vermont rule. 6 pei 
cent, meihod. |i a. 00 rule, or lightning method. Marli- 

MULTIPLICATION.— Aliquoipara, Contraction! 
Oou method. Sliding meihod. Squaring. When the 

PricCf tl.OO, puBt-paid. All dealers, 

NIMS 4 KNIGHT, Troy, N. Y. 




POSTAGE STAmS 



'AiOOllls. asc. BiSHora L'. 
s. Stamp AtBL'M.iiioot- 
pa^res, extra doth, 



_ Plm.ATBiJO Maqaelnb (aOi>p)FBE£- 
BISHOP, rublleber. Ia Grange, m 




I. IL BOGERT I CO., 

TIIIHEBIH.I.T. 

t^l POSTAGE SUMPS 

Herenne Stamps 

Envelopes 1 Post-Cahds 




Copyrighted. 1B86, by R. Hoi.uhgs &Co 

" n ma, .t«r, / kid, yc„r diminiMt-d ™»." 

For Parlon, Libraries, ud Pianoi. 

Send je.ilamp for circular. Menti^B (hi. MasaBDe. 

R.HoiinroB ft oo^™,i„t,^„ ^ j^ 
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AMERICAN LITERATURE 

AND OTHER PAPERS. By Edwin Percy Whip- 
pub. With Introduction by John Greenleaf Whittier, 
to whom the volume is dedicated. x2mo, gilt top, 
lx.50. 

This new volume of the great essayist's work contains 
his fiunous Centennial articles on American Literature ; 
two articles on Emerson ; a brilliant monograph on Starr 
King, and the now classic review of Daniel Webster's 
Omtory— all written with that finished elegance of style 
and affluence of incident and anecdote for which Whip- 
pie was fiuned. 

ENOCH ARDEN 

AND OTHER POEMS. Students' Edition. Edited, 
with copious Notes and Introduction, by W. J. Rolpb. 
Beautifully illustrated, 75 cents. 



THE CONFESSIONS 
CLAUD, 



OF 



By Edgak Fawcbtt, author of " The House at High 

Bridge," " Tinkling Cymbals," etc. zsmo, with por. 

trait, $x.y>. 

" Edgar Fawcett is known as a novelbt who believes 
in painting the life of his city and his time. His local 
color is always good, and always the better that he blends 
with it the elements of the ideal, — ' the light that never 
was on sea or land.' " — A5pw York TriSum. 

ANCIENT LEGENDS. 

MYSTIC CHARMS, AND SUPERSTITIONS OF 

IRELAND. By Lady Wildb. 2 vols., crown 8vo 

with gilt top, f 5.00. 

"Fascinating folk-tales, delightfully recorded."— 
Whitehall Rtvitw. 

TWO GENTLEMEN OF 
BOSTON, 

z vol., zamo, f z.50. 

" Of striking interest." — Heme yourttal. 

" It holds the reader in a curious spell of fiisdnation." 
—Bcstim Traveller. 

" Profoundly interesting. There is a wealth of ma- 
terial, and the plot and situations and descriptions mark 
the genius of the author." — Chicago Inter-Ucean, 

FORCED ACQUAINTANCE. 

A STORY FOR GIRLS. By Edith Robinson. 

"Bubbling humor."— O'mc/mmo/z' Comtnerciai Ga^ 
agtU. 

" Pleasant descriptions and amusing incidents, fresh 
•ad lively from beeinnihg to end."— JV/w York Witness. 

" Here is a bright story that has an uplifting power. 
It widens the mental horizon while teaching the ten- 
derest, truest lessons of right living." — San Francisco 
Post, 

THE STRIKE IN THE 
B--- MILL. 

z vol., zamo, f z.oo. In paper covers, 50 cents. 

" It is a fodsend."— ^/bw Gazette, 

" A careful study of the labor movement, £iir in tone, 
well written and interesting." — ybumahst, 

** One of the most welcome and helpfUl studies which 
our industrial revolution has yet wodnce^'^*— Boston 
Herald. 



• ^•For sale by aU BookselUrs, Sent ^i-^^aid upon 
recei^ ^frict, CataUgues mailed free, 

TICKNOR & CO., 

BOSTON. 





In Money, Time, and Labor, by knowing each 
season where to obtain Fashionable and Reli- 
able Goods, for the Lowest Cash Prices. To 
gain such knowledge send 15 cents for Specimen 
Copy of that Valuable Mercantile Text-Book, 
the Spring Number of 

RIDLEY'S FASIJION pGiSZINE. 

Subscription Price, 60c. per Yr. 

PUBLISHED QUARTERLY BY 

EWD. RIDLEY & SONS, 

The present Number contains much desirable 
information for Wives, Mothers, and House- 
keepers, generally ; also Fathers, Sons, Grangers, 
and all classes of 

8PBING BUTJEBS. 

The Magazine has certain space devoted to 
Stories, Poems, Fashion Articles, and Notes on 
Domestic Elconomy ; while over 100 pages are filled 
with Illustrations, reproducing Standard Articles 
always in Stock, or Novelties in Hats and Bonnets, 
Stylish Garments for Ladies, Misses, and Children, 
Men and Boys. Household Articles, Dress and 
Upholstery Fabrics, Table Linen, Bed Furnishing, 
Fancy Goods, Shoes, Notions, and Fancy Needle- 
work Materials, with Descriptive Price-Lists of 
actually everything required for 

Dress, Family Use, and Home 

Comfort 



Send 15 Cents for a Single Copy, 

or 50 Cents for One Yearns Sub^ 

scription, to BUblishere 

Ridley's Fashion Magazine 

EWD. RIDIBT & SONS, 

Grand & Allen Sts., New York. 

Ready-Made Outfits for Infants at less price 
than usual cost of materials. 

E. Ridley & Sons, Infant's Wardrobe No. i, 
with socks and furnished basket, 1^25.88 ; without 
basket and socks, $ao» 
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Scott's EmlsioB 

or 

Pure Cod-Liver Oil 

AND 

HYPOPHOSPHITES. 

ALMOST AS PAUTABLE IS BOX 



The disapweible tute of tho oil it u diuoiMd 

tlut the moot delioate itomBch oaa tus it 

withont tho alightait zepagnuiM. 

It ii m«tl rennrkable as r lesfa prodveait 

we hsra «««■ pertont (Bin ntpitllj la 

B short time while takini it. 
It is acknowledged bj numy prominent Phya- 
dtni in the United StUei and numj fonigi 
cauntriei to be the finest and beil prepantice 
of iti class in exiitcnce, and for Conenna^ 
tloB, Scroftala, Oeneral Deblltv, 
WMtlns DIneases of CblldrcB, 
aad Chronic Congba, we believe it ii 
unequalled in the world. 

SCOTT & BOWNE, 



A. ^VT. F^BER, 



EBERHARD FABER, 

54« and 54 r J>esW SirjetX, m 



Iff Bcducing family bpeoses. ^JJ 






lui-Boi^iidll 

EI ]cw«r tlun publUtaen' 
iimd Schoul-Boolu Is pra- 



index, ibowlug quLckty th< 
lulhortln ihevmriciiisbnnchaofttudy. Mafltd tncim 
■ppllution. We ilu iuue " Caulofue B" ol phcci wc 
>h>r D» Sccond'hud aiul N<w Schonl-Booki. 

A«THU« HiNDi, No. 4 Cooper lutltuu. N, Y, City 



When tie bal <> 



Ask For D^* 



Okt s«> dealen In the U, 5. ft Cuula idl IL SoJ 
MIn sianH for upwBTdi of 6d rarlHlxa of fina eiji^ 
priciliiu.ftc. WJtlMDdaddnaor neanst dcahHTf 
Mnd. Mnlim liii Puftr. J. C. BLATR. HTiSl'r, 
Humiaadaa, >«^a 
PbOa. Depot: JHO. A. JACKSOH, tO< N. Slilkit 



CRIMPED 8. CORRUGATED 



IRON ROOFING, 

SIDING. " N^^^^sy" METAL 
CEILING. rP'^W^^ SHINGLES. 

W.G.HYNDMAN &CO. 



CINCINNATI, O. 
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PARK PLACE INSTITUTE. 

No. 14ia Park Ave., Baltimore, Md. 

Ku^ib, French, taA Gerrain Burdlnf ami Dit 
Seho^foryoung Ladio and Lilllc Giili. Opens Scp- 
mnber islh, wilE a Tull and efficient coipt of PrDfaiDn 
•nd Teacben. Send foe Circulai. 

Mill Mal!n> R. Hdctiarl. Principal, 



, BOSTON. 

GaDDell I natllnte rorVouna: Ladles. 

The Ihiny-founh veu beciiu Wodackdat, Sept. it, 
1M7. FarlkniilypuplLip]ac«(««f/ifbe>ecunallKlbR> 
JidriJ. Forcaul[igue>iidciicu]aTappl>iBRe>.GcarEe 
Gannell, A.M.. Principal. 

Ladies* Fancy Work ! 

Have you got INGALLS' ^Sm 

And Bpacial ^taolenl* Prioe-Llit 

•f Silk, Tilt and Lmaa ftt«iiru> GooM, Fihoi Woie 
■aiuiali, Sr^Bnua OnrriTa, Baieoi' TunrH PaT' 
T>Bm, riHOT Wd» Boou, (to. Pt1s« U> Cauta, 
It k JIh^ JHiHlraUd, coDIafni lata of Kaw VMoOa, 

BMclal Oflbr4— Wn will land thli Catala|va 
nt£x to an J addreii tat One 9-Canl ShuBp. 

CS AZT Pato^woiOk ! 

ididKm- 



" SKBIHS Inported Kmbraidety SI 



/r\ olon. f^ ISO- SB •ka<i 
Mt/ wM nlM, br 17& Stt acM 

xl oabn. Bit CDc 

oldaqrSi'^ 

A Paeka» ot Ploih and Tali 



HaraiiM WiOU Kmbnldanr Silk. 
- - ekai* o( — ■ ■■«■-■ 

.DrMe. _, 

■Htkags or SKfa and SfU Placai, HwUd aelgn, wllh ti!p-« 

_,— _ -">-■"— iJutauiiinimiil mi aMn,lgr 40a. 

■ ISCALIJB, liyna. Maw 



E 



luiBtl* ia a 
Umb. H. O 



id Enclbh Homa Sdmol, Dnder cbuie oi 
reaaJHiaM.L.Pecke, rnBchipakan 
Kara. Tarma, Iwa per year. Addreaa 
:,4]i3«Ddui;V>lmUSl..Phlla., Pa. 



JU-BT OXTTI 

BEECHER'S 

KOBWOOD; OB, TILLAaE LIFE m 

NSW iiraLAin). 

«I.»A (price famurly (a), ^'hi. ii nae sT the refreah* 
Inibooki. Iihaa theaenulne JVnv ffv^nuf jbrwrsT 
characieiiutlaD, incident, dry humor and open coml- 
calily, mtenie feeling, religEciA thought, a poMieal idiM 
of niktuial beautr, ud all the natlva elementi o[ Yankaa 



A 8UHMSR IN ENQLAND WITH HBNRY 
VAKD BBECHBR. fflTbig the Addrewa, LecU 
ret, and Scrmou delirered there by him In iSM. 

Vilh an accsunl of the tour by MaJ, Ju. B. Foim (Ur. 

nLume. Phatagrmpbic poitiail and HSS, Psc^imilea. 
DO pp., cilt top, fa.(». 



V Ettglamd jinrial 



progrcHion. Part 11. — Ait In Theory : its ainu, motlTca, 
aniT manner of expreeaion. By JoHK C. Van !>¥«, 
Librailan.Sw* Librarr, New Brum iirick,N.t.;nceiilly 
(ditoref 7»<iM>a^,Ncwy«k. iimo, fi.jn. 

"Wdl Inlareal artbU br lU neeullar irlwa anri Iha 
iatelllgeal leneial teadec by In 
ideal H art, andEraptalc i^la."— 
^SduaUim, Beam. 

"It payats nad a book Ilka diii— pay* aaybody."— 

FORDS, HOWARD & HULBERT, 

«X PMk PUm, 

MEW YORK. 



How to Grow rruits. 
How to Grow Flowers. 
How to Glow Tegetatles. 
How to Grow Trees. 
How to Grow Shrubs. 
How to Grow Vines. 



HAMMOND. 



For the " How to Do" in all branchei of gar- 
dening, the belt guide and helper ii 

THE AMERICAN GARDEN, 

A mafanne of practical gardening. 
PKICB. tXMO A. YEAR. 

Kcdtued from f 3.00, and all premiunu abol- 
iahtd, and Ihe magaiine greatlf improved in 
eroj way, 




E. H. LIBBY. 

•Air Dear Strent. ]!r*w Vovlu 



Price, iselndlng ons eztia TTpe-WliBel, $100. 

Hammond Type-Writer. 

SPEED, PERFECT AUQNMBMT, 
BEAUTY, STRENOTH, Changeable 
Type, UNIPORU IMPRESSIOH, Dura- 
bility. 

S. G. WRIGHT, Agent, 

Ho. 119 South Xburlli utreet, 

PHILADBLPHIA. 
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GEO. C. NEWMAN, 

806 :Market Street, 

rair.APBiLi'BraA, 

French Plate Mirrors, 

\ SREi Efflum, eichh, wiia wm, sr, 

PICTURE FRAMES AND WORKS OF ART. 

Speoiftl atteBtion !■ called to oar ftall ttm» af 
ARTIST PROOFS of all Ue new pablioatiaai. 



Marklnfl ||yifBui|™iL>Mi 




pTvafrom Jm. Meaaitmirurt 

DAHl. JOOtSH A (M, LD,, lOHDOH, 

A.F.Fncman.ioBiirclaj BI.,N.y, 



The Great Danger 

Of our cHmftto ii id its ludden and extreme chaDeei of temperature, CAuaing ft 
" check of perepiration," and that deraDgement of the mucous membrane com- 
monlv called "acoid." Among the Qrst aymptomaare boarsecese and aore throat, 
and tuese are frequently followM by a Cough, BronchiUs, Pneumonia, and quick 
ConBumption. In lucn cases, the flret necessities are anodynta to soothe irritation, 

. — ^^ ^ relieve the mucous membrane, and tudorijica to throw out the per- 

Ayer'i Cherry Fectoial combinee all theae, and hj its prompt use, 



AVERTED. 



" I used Ayer'i Cherry Pectoral for a 
Cold, and it gave me entire relief in a 
few houri." — Frank Fleming, Tinita, 
Ind. Ter. 

" There never has been an invention 
for the cure of Coughs and Colds like 
Ayer'i Cherry Pectoral," write* B.C. 
Bartle, M.O., Independence, Iowa. 

Dr. L. S. Addison, of Chicago, saji: 
"I have never found, in tbirty-flve 
years' continuous practice, any prepara- 
tion so valuable as Ayar'a Cherry Pec- 
toral for treatment of diaeaaes of the 
Throat and Lunga." 

" Ayer'i Cherry Pectoral relievei me 



Sev. Charles Dame, of Andover, Me., 
says : " To those needing medicine for 
throat and lung troubles, I would lecom' 
mend Ayer's Cherry Pectoral." 

Parker Cleveland, H.D., Professor of 
Chemistry, Bowdoin College, Bruna- 
wick. Me., writes: "I consider Ayer's 
Cherry Pectoral a medical success and 
a chemical triumph." 

" I was three weeks suffering from 
Pneumonia. When all other remedies 
had failed, one bottle of Ayer's Cherry 
Pectoral cured me." — David A. Qreer, 
Wallesburg, Utah. 

" Ayer's Cherry Pectoral has cured 
me of a severe attack of Influenza. " — P. 
W. Fessenden, Eastport, Me. 



Ayer*s Cherry Pectoral, 



a br Dr. J. C. A7W A Co., Lowell, 1 



Id by DruKgistt- Priced; Mxbotttea.W. 
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WM. D. DUTTON tt CO. 



ESTABLISHED 1821. 



1115 CHESTNUT STREET, 

RECOMMEND THE NEW 

HABDMAN 

PIAWO 

With Ha two nawMt uid groatost patairted rmprovements, the NEW METAL KEY- 
SUPPORT, and the NEW HARP STOP-renderfng It to-day the ONLY PERFECT 
UPRIGHT PIANO. The New Hanlman Upright ha* aohfeved ft* unparallelH) tuooeu 
Miong the best Judges and most cultured people entirely through its INHERENT 
EXCELLENCE, oombined with the HONEST PRICE at whioh it It sold. Every dollar of 
•xpense not required by the simplest methods of doing builnesa goes directly Into the 
Material and oonstruotfon of the Instrument Itself, and the purchaser of a tiardman 
piano therefore not only seoure* the most aklffully and durably built piano made but AT 
A PRICE BELOW THAT OF ANY OTHER OF THE HIGHEST CLASS MANUFAC- 
TUBED IN THE WORLD. 

CTJLS. C3-. "WILSOlsr, 



PATENTEE ADD MABUFACTURER OF 



R0LLIH6 BUNDS, 

TENITIAN BUNriT 

REY 0LTIM6 
8TBBI SHIITTEBS, 




ROILING PARTITIONS, 



SLIDIN6 BLINDS, 

Ann 

ARTISTIC 
WINDOW SCREENS. 



953 BE<0-A.3D'W"J^"3r, IT. "S"., 

Two doon South of 23d Btnet, 

Where samples may be examined, Catalogues and Estimates ob- 
tained, and all communications &1clou\& 'be %&6x«%.'eA&. 
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THE PROPHYLACTIC TOOTH BRUSH. 

(Adults' and Children's Siiet.) A prophrlBCtic, u it will thoroughly titaa betiveai 

' ~ tbe teetll. Recommeniied by the moet eminent dentists. Fat 

■ sftte by >I1 dealers in Toilet Goods. Send for our ciTculan and diiee- 

IXOREHOE MFG. 00» » „,„„, 




SHOPPING BY MAIL 

SAMPIiIS OF DRESS GOODS SENT. 



eitn fr« dsM« to sAhhO*** 
tArMvh MiaSV. COMSMBM, 
CaMiMt<K<«Ma<ref IStt 
CA«a*nwf at., rfUlatu., rm. 
So Charge for a^p-vicem. 



THE B EST CAU C0E8. 

WM. SIMPSON & SONS, 

SILVER GRAYS AND BUCK AKD WHITES 

MOURNING PRINTS. 



NOVELTIES IN 

EDDTSTONE 

FANCY PRINTS. 



Tbe Dana BIckford 

ITx FAMILY KNITTER 

ilLX ^B KniD areiTthlDg required bj tbe 



DAHA BIOXrOBD, Fni't, 

TOO BKOASWAT, S. T. 
» AQENT8 W*WTEO. 



KIMBALL'S SATIN 

STRAIGHT CUT CIGARETTES 

?sapl« of nfinad Uita wbo 
dftilre ■zDBptionalty flna nigar- 
•ttet ihonld nia only our 
Straight Out, put np in utin 
paokat* and boxei of lOi, SOi, 
50*, and 100». 

14 Prl» Bf edala. 

WM. S. KIMB ALL & CO^ 

DRESS REFORM 





DIXON'S "'"'g^R 



GRAPHITE PENC1L& 




iwth ud toosli luda. IfTonr mtlMW 

n, mcndon LiFriifciri-r's M^fff*™* 
uKi scna 10 cena Tor umpJes ircmh doabLc tbe moMj. 
JOS. DIXON CRUCIBLE CO., Jmhott Cict, M.J. 



EQUIPOISE WAIST 

FOR LADIES, MISSES, CHILDREN, AND INFAm 

The onvteUe 




Bent bf umU, poiM(<i prepaid, on rteelpt ol prioa. 
PBICBS; 

Lediei* Lend Buk uid W^nal p | 



DIRECTIONS FOR HKAAURnra. 

end gHe 11 to M In °MhSjr™" 

ar Cblldnn and Infuti, tike ehsM msunrs ilea, end 

rera. One nod Acent nitei 
. the Dultoirsutw. 

CEORCE FROST ft CO., 
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The Flynt Waist or line Corset, 

Pal. Jan. 6, 1874; Pal. Feb. 15,1876. 




the " Flynt Mtue Support" etieb lide o( Ihe hip, alio, the 

the Flynt Eil 

nothni. No. j, u. 

■ilarhed. Nn. £. hk^,. .,^ ^^.. .„, „..»^,^„^^, ,,^ 



NurtiDH Wniit, appncinted by 
. . ..-Ki' WBiitfWlth Hoce Suppoj-Efl 
LW WB dnu Tcry liRle people. No. y 



w ^^, inauring in fony la^ut 



J- Our " Mnnual," 



Imnual, coniaining 46 pagM oi rcidlni 

, .g to lb« tubjecl of HyaieDic Modes c 

Und«r-d[T»Jng, Bulled free to any phyncian or lady. 
Mug. O. P. fCYKT, Jig Columbus Ave., Boston, Mais 



WHITING PUPER- 



mm 



OUT OF 



r 



lay poSlagB, etc.) and we 
'ill forward you our com- 
iel of samples, represeni- 



JSMMRIETIES;' 



Tuxedo Summer Suit 



Knitted Co It 
Coi)»lttiafBloiiBe,BIdrt, 
and 8B*h of the flneif 
wonted I 
Full fashion li 

ity of oolori. 
In fact, DO Lady or Hiss 
kntiDipatin 
- ~ ■ re. them 

ma; indnlp 
y noli ting, 




For sale only by 

JAM£S MoCREERY & CO., 

Broadway and Eleventh St„ New TdtIc 



EBTABLieHED 1646. 



Foreign and American papers, 
with lull infbrmalion as I0 sizes, 
number of sheets to the pound, 
cost of envelopes to match, etc. 
Our papen range in price from 

DIDCD 9 15 cenli per pound upwards. 

I Irr 11 I SPBC/AL INDUCEMENTS 
to parlies getting up a club or 

ordering large quantities. 

Pwtag* 01 P»par la only 13 oenti par poani. 

Samuel Ward Company 

(OXS STAXS WASD * OAT), 

STATIONERS, ENGRAVERS, 

BLANK BOO K MANU FACTURERS. 

^rWaddlng Aniwuncementi, Vlilting CsHs, Hanognmi, 

Danes Orders, ate, s Spsclxltyi 

CoFKaapondeace Sollcttsd. 

R^tmt»t; Uarcaadlg Aseiida,or uy Buk Is Batoo. 



FRANKLIN 

PRINTING INK WORKS, 

JOHN WOODRUFF'S SONS, 

1317 and 1S1& Cherrr Straet. 
FSILASELPEU, F^ 

Thl( Hoguin* li printed with Jafaa W 



BMlMtUnI KKd L 



Stained 

Glass 

SUBSTITUTE 






W. C. YOUNG, ra^^kV'^isl;!: 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

T. T. CROWELL & CO., 

13 Astor Place, New York. 

Di Amelia. Tranibted rnm i£c uth luliMD Ediliog 

by IsAin. P. Kapgood. ijidc. li.is. 

In Ihii deJiEhiiUJ nlumc, la uncoiivcntiaiial in rarD, 

™ "onlfthtVanVi.io'rV <>?"m lulinn 'lad, bui 



loly. 



n' IhrauEh 



StoriA 



■ BCAUinfl boy who iltuppotcd to write it 

^ boy'i bright yaun| eyes. The descri] 
evptriencct, of feilivau uid public cer 
Cl in city and country, art all full of colt 
d arc itiipired by a geuunc love for hi 

I Icelandic Lots Story. Traulaled Iron 
IJonTharduonThoroddion. iioia. |i. 
peteDliau iDiy. nolewonhy for Iti artli 

31 



tbor'i quainilWruitlul poTtiayii] of the Drimitin ani: 

Slutaque life of the Inhabitant! of Ultima Thule 
e ranuDs of Sistid and Indridc laalic *a idyllic lore 



vorid o¥er. VeaHy eveiT phaic of 
len in Iceland [1 touched upon and 



with the! 
ZkeJPlsfwrea^l^iuJ. (The Diidple. 



'. H. R. Hawi 
Chriit mad Chriilianily. iimo. ti.'S. 
Tlu UUrary N-sW/uyi. "Mr. Haveii conten 

diitJnct frcui an abioiuie diTine and infallible book, . 
position which we huun 10 uy need in no Wlf Imply 

the New'Teilaaen'"-'' ^ """ *" *""" "*' " 
Inttiala atiA JPvewdenyma. 

Literary Diseuiio. By WiLLtAii 
Ivc. doth. »s,oo. 



;e Uhi 






Prafeamor JOImnv. By the ■ 

wood MicbOub," and "Rinnidelsuieuni. iimo. 

" It ii the Tcry book that the paieat, watchful of Ihe 
moral and Intelleciual development of chlLdrrnr would 
(elect out of a hundred luch booki u an regularly pub- 




ON'T 



Allow Your Clothing, 
Paint, or Wood-work 
washed in the old rub- 
bing, twisting, wreck- 
ing way. Join that large army of 
sensible, economical people, who 
from experience have learned tiiat 
James Fyle's Fearline, used as di- 
rected on each package, saves time, 
labor, rubbing, wear and tear. 

Your Clothes are worn out more 
by washing than wearing. It is to 
your advantage to try Fearline. 

JAMES FYLE, New York. 
For sale by all grocers. 



LATEST SOCIBTT NOTE FAFEBS 

ARE THE EGYPTIAN PAPYRUS (HAND-MADE), 

ROMANESQUE, AND NEW YORK LINEN. 
These paperi are of the veir lateit 
and floeat teitnre. Superior in BTerr 
. parti cnlar. Each bears a itistiacliTe in- 
dividaalitr. EitremelrpleasiDK. If von 
detire aomelfaing neiv and nncomvon, 
nsk yoDr ilationer Tor Ifaese papeiSf or 
enclose a two-cent postage stamp Tor 

BAUD k FABSONS, Uasi&ctlinn, 

64 Ann Street. New Yorfc. 



Sole Invet^W _^^ "nd Pa^entses 
TRANSFERRING PAPER, 

FOR STAMPINQ FOR EUBHOIDBR'Y. 
Imooitan et Fin* Embfoldary Silki, FaloHlle, and 
eighing Silha. Sand S cani ilinip for cireulan. 

10* fhahkiah st., new york. 



AktlioWeilili&s 

sctid me ^ur dnplicRte pieieiits and I will bur 
them outright or eichsnge them for more ser- 
viceable articles. 

This includes DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, 
BRONZES, SILVERWARE, and the empt; 
cases when the silver is stored or in U3e. In- 
scriptions erased from silver; goods refiDiihoi 
and sold betow mannrkcturert' first cosL 

ARE YOU INTERESTED EITHER WAY? 



EBTABI.IBHED 1844. 



MY STORE ISTHE RECOGNIZED AND WELL-KNOWI 
HEADQUARTERS FOR 

Duplicate Wedding Preflenti, 

DUnONIIS, 

1VATCHEB, 

JEWBIA.T, 

AlfTIQUITlBB, *te. 



Kf Ouu ua nilai with Batvaiu O 



J. H. JOHIVSTOH, 

IBO Bowery, H. t. 
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MANUFACTORY AND DEPOT AT 

Itioi Fiiitlili Wiih, Siiinpiiii. V.T, 

SALESROOMS AT 

16 IITOEAT ST., NEW YOEE OITY. 

DON'T DRINK IMPUBE WATER. 
TBE BEST FILTER EYEE IKYEKTED. 

Chap ODO fo 
Fim Por— 
Chtmbcn, 

■nd OScu. 

tdsta a lirelSme without change- 

m METAL USSP. 

noD XeUli OoniiHU 
OHARCOAL, Bmnd. 




Porcelain 



CHARCOAL HAS BO 



Ihc 



ncdbm i> 



KATTTBAL BTOKB, __ 
U u (UllT Dlauad u ■ 

The Union Porcelain Works mann- 
Ihctnre China Tableware for Families 
and Hotels. Fine Porcelain Dinner 
8elB in stock and rnade to order. 




,,...ia tried all the re__. 

So &h« knows Its the hHt. 

And vn luigji with ittl j£h> "Ktn shF lathm it Iff us. 

FACREW8 TAB SOAP, "dttilj uBed 
with warm water for bBthing infant! and by othoi 
persoae who, from delinBteDBSs o! ekio, orwhoara 

Inrlj with regard to the variona forma of tebat- 
rhrea, eczema, and tinea of the tcalp (to whioh 
jaung children are moat liable), — ii a poUot pra- 



It i! 



!io«d; la the 



tTBatment of <uoh diieaacs."— TAs San 
JV™ i'ork. 

Bold bj Dmgglita. 9S •nnta. Sample b:r mall, d 
cflDtB. ParaphlBt and colored card oa appljcaUea. 

THE PACKER I«F6. CO., 
No. 100 Fulton Street, 

NEW YORK. 



j^&JSSCS®^ 
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The Sargent Manufacturing Company's 
SPECIALTIES. 

NEOESSITIES. COUFORTS. LUXURIES. 





Fit i^—Strftnfi Inamiid^ Btdi. To 

■hoijd Bcpd for our Ciuloffiu. 

Fig. i.—S^TTtrnfi StiS Cm^ Bath 
Rut and FtURar B,d TVmr. nw uc. 
Indeed, of Imiiioiblc nlue In die iJck- 
room. Plica : Aif:t JtMlf , No. I, pUin, 
U: No.. wL[h«in,,i5;l/o.3.-iaih"d 
rati. Is ; No. 4, with both usu ud had 
rou.fi. Trayi.Vo. r, Ts»jliichei,fa; 
No. a, 17x18 Incha, f4— la Uuk nliiut or 
Mh. Muonpy li extra. 

a~' j.—EMTlk OtitU. lltie undu the 
patenti, which tn unquatiaiwhtT 
the bat. Price, fjS' 

The only Commodca nude which ait abao- 
ildyodotleu. WemmlniUkiodi u well. Piieei,fsta|il. 
■"- - " -met Tail, (MirtriilU. A mMmi of utility 
lielihrvy or iick-room. 

tt/rrUuDictinary. Adjwtlblc u well to 
■nv book, uy he ightoru; (Bile. Price, Js. 
V\%. (I. — Dictionary HatdarmfilkRmr- 
nct-Satt Snalm^ Can. One of the 
Enc«t Ulciul and pnctieal dllnn for BDT- 
body'iiue. Price, fc. 

Fig. ii, — TIU Pirftelian Ai(/ntlailt 
SiaSiiie amd WriiinfDitk. Can be at- 
tached to any chair. The oolf riai ra4d 
one In the matkcL Price, (3.90 to fj. 

Fig. 14.— TXf CaiiaH KniMiie Bull- 
Can. Threealna. Ptlc«,taG,fig,and|a. 
N^^-neH CUB cuiIt^^ 1 blot lite •( 
nock c^ nwda hi ^ mcM tot tJv comfoft and 
liuurr ofbotSi alck and wctL paovla- Ou Cata- 
iofua of «B pana lUianatB and aaUai avarr- 
^ir <B de&ZwMiinkH,alc Saitahjad- 






upp/Ncorr's monthly magazine advertiser. 



COMFORT CORSET 




MO BORSS 10 BBUK. 

LATKST 8TTLK. 

Ladies who hsT* not been 

acted wltli thl> CorMt do doI 

nuUlte UiendTuiugeilibu 

oTcr taj DtlierConet. 

l^«c ue olLer ConeU 

^u^td u to 'at Uie fOrrx 
liks tb« CoMioBi CoBsn. 

IthM ■TmrlatT'of L__, 
d«r ■!»! fi>r eKchinlitiiK 
■o u to mast the rtqulie- 
DWDM of * lUeilllBirBllt, u 
well H of ■ itnigEt foim. 

The prSodplD of fbUowiis 
the Imn fhjm a gippQ VAiat- 



BUS/HESS AND PROFESSIOMAL HEM 
AUD THEIR WI¥ES. 

Health, Exercise, and Pleasure, 



>ul- 






No €lber Con 



It the -ntrlelT of fomucatmat bs lo irell fitted 
Mt other Cc^et, 
IthudttuiMeuidlMteofiuir French Cor. 
■et, lod 7*t comblnai eua Hid Comlbn hIUi ele- 
guea and ilupe. 

"Oit iBme principle a{)pliei to our 

niwES) ooaiFOB'r cobsets 

and CHII.DB> W A 18TB. 

Mum&ctnred end for isle br BOSTON COM. 
FOBT COBSET CO., Bdbton, Uais. 

«r Bend fiir ItaHtrlptlve Clronlar 
•bowluprieea ud Biyln.witbdirectlonifiirineu. 
nremcnt. Nune this paper. Alio for lale bj lead. 

^ the Caraet reinlre* ns 

i| FITrPERFECTLY 

.„■ ThflFlratTfmeWoi-B. 




COLUMBIA 

Bicycles and Tricycles. 

POPE MFG. CO., 

BoBton, Hew York, Chlease. Hartford. 

TRAIN UTA child 

Td wsor (he perf«it-ettiii« 

POOD SENSE 

"I CORDED 

CORSET WAIST 




. .... ?N?S» 

>.>.,«ou«, 1J» WANTED. 
^ u a.T?»r. jMPiwmirw , S14 Ofdin ATsnna. Cbi«co- 
"TnVni nr*V Csmplete LAI)IIB> OtIISE. 
Terrbeat book for ^vente. Sample paECB frcf 
fi.oD! itte»oecn.»i-T5. SAKITAKT PUB. CO..UBioafa. 

4^t DISCOUNT SHEET 

>S_3j— ^ OK I.A'Wir TEKNIS, 

Bicycles, TrioyoleBiVelooipedeB, &c., &c. 

Dm' t But Ihti e goodt until yea hnvc seen our List 
luidnMinninir. no naaJ oC Pajini Hlih Frioea. 



COESETS? 

I make tham exactly to yoar 

r measure. Corsets, fur the 
stoat, the Blender, or the de- 
formed. A perfect fit gimr- 
anteed or money refVinded. 
Fine Coraets a specialty. 
SendfordescriptiooandruleB 




of 

FRANK W. GRA.aC^ 
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BLACK ST0CKIN6S 

WILL HOT CROCK. 

MONEY REFUNDED IF THEY DO. 




■out (IK XOBTOK) OXIT AT OUK STOSl. 




Wc OninBtH the» isodi, iftcr Mnf dfcd br 
n toil the feel « underclothing, IhU they ue equill]r . 
ctcu u white hoas, and the cdLot vid gloH wIU iioprtm 
bjr wuhiui. TTTilewpKinudjcKiwillbeconTiiical. 
"Sil!i6Di<h"iiiiiUt(icxli. Tenu ilrictly cjuh. Goodi 
by mail mutt be acconpuiied by povtal note or money 
'''^'' Oim BT00KISS8 jUU BOID BT 
E. W. PECK & CO., 91J Bnadwar, N. Y. 
A.C. R15HEL&CO.,TH3CheilniilSL,PhiladeiphU. 
W. B. WHEELER, 3j7}j Bnadwiy, Tioy, N. Y. 
E. B. MORSS A CO., 183 Pullon St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Mn. W. P. LAZELL.CdlonCity, Colondo. 



THE F. P. ROBINSON CO. p,otect your mRtasinea or paHyUeti 
"" by nains a 

:a^ "COMMOH SENSE BINDER," 

Bl» In UPPtMOOTT-B, SOaUKXK'B, OKSmT, 

KAKPXa'B MOVTHLT, ATIiAVTIO, 
ul BI. aiOBOL&l. 

7S cenbi escti, b^ mail, t»oat-p«M. 

T*eatv.ilx lim kept in itock. S«id bvallauj 
ASA L. SHIPMAN'B SONB, 

10 Murray St.. Naw York. 

^ S ketching P arties 

Are invited to examine our atock of 

Fnncli uti American Sketbhing Boxm, 
Easels, Seats, Umbrellas, etc. 

Alio, our complete Uh of 

Our Ladies' Sketching Umbrella is 
recommended aa beiDg- lieht, atronglj 
made, and easily adjuated. 

Aak to see our new STAFF for holdinf 
UmbteUa. 




FROST & ADAMS, 
Importers, 

57 Cm-mMII, 
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U OOLUBLEFOOU 

ForlNFANTSANDCHILDREN. 

For Moth an, InvilMi, 

D]«l»ptici. and Ag*d P»»pli. ■ 

THE ONLY FOOD ««* <«- 

{wtl Of nuUv CM Aumon tnitt, and 
«r«f wtCA oU In/onU ami gW- 

MdnHffiQy nourffftn Ai eUU. 
Mt/umttAtadOUlm i^eoa'i tnlii. 



idtt tatil bt iiunoMd, and fiaiM^ 



nwXag'to SOLUBLE FOOD. 



to uc the bib; out a^io," 
u he hu been verr lU. No fecxi leemed Is 
. AlUilwc uied CARNRICK'S 
± ajreed with him ax once." 



■jut ibr SksBUh FrvHta, iktii 
"OA.niTKICK'B ■OX.TTBXA 

VOOD la (1M IMHt of mil tks teoda 

"OUR BABYV FIRST AND SECOND 
YEARS,' bT Htrton Hartud. Book of 
04 puniL fflTiDir cnrefoL instroctloiu 
for^DcbiK up the JltUa ohm. Bnt 



^^0]^rJS 5 S Accident Inturanee is Good; 

CQeliOP H 2 



Life and Accident Insurance is Better. 



OptiCDUS £ *6f' 



ENDOWMENT BOND that 



combines PROTECTION in c 



from any cause, with . 



Cafpe diem 



CERTAINTY FOR ONE'S OLD AGE. 
■nd EUarantees should death occur within 
twenty-Bve yeais to pay the face of the 
Bond WITH MORE THAN ALL THE 
INSTALMENTS PAID FOR ITS PUR- 
CHASE— that sort of a contraift is Opllmua! 

Send address and age to The Penn Mutual 
Life Insurance Company, gaj Chestnut St, 
PhiUdelpbU, Pa. 
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A Potent Kemedy for 



IndlEMthm, Acuta mud Atonlb Sjapsixla. Clii 
Citiirrb, VomlCing In rrefiuDcj. Cholem lofu 
oence CrDini AcnlB DIkshi. 

Dtct 9,000 Phf Bicluu buve aent to ns th« 

FLATTKRINH OPINIONS npo ~" 

LIN, u a REM&DT for kU dlus 
from Improper dleoHoD. 

For aO j«ue ici 
tlie DIQK3TIVK FEHHENT3 
preiilj for Pbysiduit' nse, Bnc 
for tho put jeiT DIOES- 

them citonalvoly pro- 
atiihed, and lo-dnj 
It Its ' - 



1. and ia coataisa- 




of which la 

.Inlj printed on each bot- 

Ite great DIGBSTIVB 

POWER la crested b^ a circfal 

It of the fenngiiU 

BDOtHctDre, It U Tery agrseable ta 

. and accepUble to the moat delicait 

^or the reliability of oar etatemeata. 

J re»p«ctft)lly refer to the WHOLESALE 

and RETAIL DRUGGISTS of the conntry, and 

PHYSICIANS generaHy. floldbyDrupgiata, or 

WM. F. KIDOER « CO., 

83 jDtan St., K, T. 



BABIES' LIVES 

ARE SAVED BY 

Uctatect food 

Send for our Circular entitled 

"LETTERS from MOTHERS," 

which cooiaiu a lane mimber of lEtten, ouny of which 
•ay the Die gf iheir baby wu tared by the uie ef LAC- 
TATED FOOD. 

If v*Hr kat|r 1* net AaaMy «ihI cabHat 
d« DDl f^l (D ac^uaiDl younelf with the WDoderfui virtus 
of thia bod, which la hundredi ef caiei hu been the 
pmitiTc mei« of aaTini life where all other foiida and 
nmediei had bJled. Read Ihcaa lelteia and, if you wlih, 
write to the bothen and cet their opIaioD — erby oae 
will dadly aeawar. 

LACTATED FOOD ii alio i 

Perfect Nutrisnt for INVALIDS, 

ta^therchropicaraculecaM. Waak Momacha alwayi 
ratals and reliih It. ThmiaBda of phyildau reeou- 
la thsWlef aUfccpandfciKla. Uatquallal 



150 HEALS for u INFANT for $1.00. 

E4glir PKEPAfCD. AtOnwtto. a|a..v>..,t>.<». 
Want, BitMAamm ft C*.,1 



aEEMT SHIPE, 

HEALTH and 
COMFORT 

PBrfecUyCcmblned lb 

MADAME FOV'S 

Skirt Smpporting 
It la OB0 of the: 



For >alc by all 
lac dealtn. 

PitoabymMll 
POY, HAH MON 



CHADWIOK. NewHavan, 




mltSbte 



IHaRTIiAfiE CDMBANY, 
CAPITAL, - - $600,000 

DEBENTURES 

— urn— 

Guaranteed Farm Mortgages 

KWTOlf ^ Coart tewt, >■■■■ Hal ^A. BOeTOil. 

MIlljDtLFKU.IIILIttM. 1lkN>(.M,7luLZn£r«t. 
. !.._... ' AM.I«elB,»k,KAlIli»CBT 
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STORY AND CLARK 

OROAHS. 



CHRISTIE &. CO/S 

PIANOS. 



A. G. CLEMMER'S 

PIANO AND ORGAN ROOMS, 

1423 CHESTNUT STREET, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 



We make a epecialty of &ncy wood cases in Mahogany, Cocobola, 
Rosewood, French Walnut, etc. 

Our prices are reasonable, and terms easy if so desired. 

We don't think you are acting wisely to deprive yourself and family the 
pleasures and advantages of music, when $io monthly will purchase a first- 
class piano, and $5 monthly an elegant organ. 

We shall be glad to have you call and examine our fine stock, or will send 
jrou descriptive catalogues, if you will kindly write for such. 

cholera^Infantum. 







ANALYSIS. 


































Ixl 1-39 pw 


















TOT*l.AijOT.niolD.(from EMAlhomra) 
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iLBUMENQlO 

FDDD 



It is well established that the best diet 
in cases of CheUra Infantum is egg al- 
bumen and sugar combined with a light 
cereal, in the proportion above given. This Food will be found more efficacious 
than any preparation of Its kind. 

It is guaranteed to be absolutely free from drugs or medicines. 
It is MOT treated with Pepsin, Pancreatine, or any digestive ferment. 
It is the most economical Food on the market, on account of its concen- 
trated nutrition. 

,Qjp ] PRSPABED BY THB 

Emersoa Uanufacturmg Company, 

I NX:W YORK. 



rsmouss. 
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WHAT 
^ AILS 
YOU? 



Do you reel dull, tangulil, Jow-»plrltod, lifele«B, and 
Indwcrlbably miserable, botb pbrslcallr and mcu- 
tally r eiparlenoe a Beiue of ftdlntw or bloating 
after eaUiv. or of ** goneneai," or emptlDeaa at 
■Comach In tbo momlnK, tongua oostod. bitter 
tNuI taste In mouth. Irregular appetite, **' — ' — 



■harp, bit 
Id te^d 
lsturt>cd a 



■peeks" before tbe eyes, , 

ezhausUoQ, Irritability of tamper, hot Bushes, al- 
ternating irith obllly soDBatlona. ah — '•■" — •—- 
■loDt pains here and there, oold 

after meab. iraketulneag, or dlsti 

frcahlng aleop, oonAtaut^ Indeeortbable feeling of 
^ead, or of Impending calamity? 
If you haro all, or any cMiTkaldcrable 

these symptoms, you are suffering fron. 

commoD of American maladlee— iSlloua Dyspepda. 
or Torpid Liver, associated with Dyspepsia, — >- 

dlgesdoD. The more cwmplicatad yourdlaea 

become, tbe greater tbe number and dlvenltr of 
Bfmptoma. No matter wh^ aliwe It has reatdied, 
Dr. Pler«e>B OoMen nedlcM IHacoverr will 



8idn DtoBMM, kc 
DIseasa, or other 



of the LuB 



grave maladies ai 



,_..'e liable __ 

, jr later. Induce a fatal tenol- 

natloD. 
Dr. Merced GoUera n«4lcal DlaeoTerr 

acts powerfully upon the Llrer, and througb that 
great blood purling organ, dcanses the ayitem of 
aU blood'talnts and Impurities, from whatever cause 
arising. It Is equally efflcadoua In acting upon the 
Kidneys, and other excretory oivana, cleansing', 
BtrenBthenlng, and healing thtir diBeasee. As an 
appetlzInB. rcetorative tonic, it promotes dlgcelion, 
and nutrition, thereby building up botb flesb and 



In malaria) dlstrlcta, this woodertii] 
has gained gteaC oalebrlty In euiliig 
... - 1 Ague, ChlUs and VMTBr, Dumb Ague, 
and kindred dlsessea. 
Dr. PlerM'a OoMen Hedleal Dlaeonry 

CURES ALL HUMORS, 

[> thewnA 
' Scaly or 




id Bwellln«^RtoJ<]<nt DImae, 

:lllngs," Ooltrc, w*aiak Meift, and Sn- 
uiBsu viuids. Bend ten oenii In stainsa for a lane 
Treatise, wltta colored platM, on Skin DIacuMor 



CONSUMPTION, 

.._lcb Is Scrofula of the linnet la arrested nd 
cured by thla remedy, It taken In the earUo' Aacs 
oftbedlseaee. From lla marveloua oowor overtLk 
terribly fatal dlaeMCk when Srst offering this now 
world-famed remedy tothe pnUto, Dr.PleroB tfaoaglit 
serloualy of calling It Ma "Cobsumctioh Cna^" 
but abandoned that name «■ too restrloUTe for ■ 
medldna which, from its wondof ul combination ol 
tonlo, orMrengthonIng, alteratlva. or blood-deans- 
Ing anti-bllloua, pectoral, and nutritive properties, 
is uiMKiualed, not only aa a ramedr fiir OiNisniiip- 
tlon, but for all Chronic niannaw of Uta 

LIVER,BLOOD,ANDLUNG& 



Severe Coughs, and kindred aAeotJon&'itla an effl- 
clent remedy. Bold by Dru^riatM. a£ «i nn or Bb 
Dottlea fS^.00. »•"— ■ » •»*«. « ™ 

^~Sendten cents In stamp* tcr Dr. Florca^tMOk 
in Consumption. Addreas, 

World'! Dlapensary Hedloil AtMoUtlM, 
No. ees natn street, 

HIIFFAI.Ot M. T. 




^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ Ifl offered by 
the manufacturers of Dr. Sage'a 
CBtarrb Bemedy. fora case of 
Chronic Nasal Catairh, which they 



STinPTOnS OF CATABBH.-DU11, heavy 
headaohe, obstruction of the nasal pasaago, dis- 
charges falling from tbe bead into tbe tbraat,some- 
tlmee profuse, watery, and aorld. at others, thick, 
benadoua, muoous, purulent^ bloody and putrid; 
the eyes are weak, watery and InHamcd ; tbere Is 
ringing- In tbe ears, deotnees, hacking or coughing- 
to clear the throat, expectoration of offensive 
matter, together with scabs from uloer« : the voice 
Is changed and has a nasal twang ; the breath la 
offensive ; smell and taste are Impaired ; tbere Is a 
Sensatloa of dizziness, with menial dfmreeslon. h 
hacking cough, and general debility. Only a few 
of the above-named symptoms are likely to be 
pieaent in any one case. Ttaousaads of oases an- 
nually, without manlfestinK half of the above 
■ympioms, result in consumption, and end In the 
■Tav& No disease Is so common, more deceptive 
and dangerona, leas understood, or mora unsuo- 
nMshill/ traated by physldaus. 

By tta mild, soothing, and healing properties. Dr. 
Bu«^ Catarrh Bemedv cures tbe worst cases of 
CkUrrA. **«aM In the bea*," Ooryu, and 
Onmrrhml B«ad«ehe. 
A)M ittyilnigglffi) everywhere; GOoente. 



« THE ORIfilHAL 

>VB\rCOS LITTLE 
^^£A$^« LIVER 
.e\tet» PILLS. 

BSWAXK or XUTIATSim. .MXWASaAa 
SUOAB-COATXD PIZLS, 



patlon. Put up In glass vhds. hermetioulyBi 
* ^waya freeh and reliable. As a iMxatlwe 




nation O- , , 

of theae Pellets over so great a 
It nu^truthtullr be atm that 



•ssx 



: %w<nKi'4T« EHDia a. tW. 



LIPPINCOTTS MONTHLY MAGAZINE ADVESTISER, 

1. 1. FONTIINE'8 PREPARATION 

nunml. Wtcn m flnslot ■£[■ 

It nmuT... It ll.-( jui4 PBftEt tn 
tlllllt Tour llD- 

I7 I«^t ot leiun u- 
, iiiwJDc uulj^it. Bh rxtncU : 
E "ItpnTH)ilFlil7ntIifulon." 

"Inn perfocllT delLihled wllh 11 " 

in iMDi obaemllDn on mslptDf *1 m I alio 

™*Creinn ud JdllM, Wrinkle Partt Ful- 

ifAPiM^ POW T AraVft BHt l<th at, . M. Y. 




' " U* »«wl *nnVW !(/■ auiii Skn proa- 
blUi nnisTU lilpsrilHui'hElriritbsiit liilsri 
HD. T. HOPHnS. HMEitn.4B9»gd M., Sy 
l>rasri>ti ud Fuq; o*oda I>«B]«n Umuhoai- 




FACE, HANDS, FEET, 



DerelwiiieiiL HaJr ■2id acftjp, Suparflunuv 
HaliTBlrth^u-b, MoIcil %u«lr Holh. 
^ Fi«b«. Red NOH. Ache, B^ Hud.. »cin. 

wtnai, 4th adiLlQTL Ur. JdIik H. WvodbHrv, 
Piwt Bl„ AlbiiBi, If. y., t>l4iblliihe<] IKriL 




STOPPED FREE 





mmik LiDsn, onlj U oU. (ttunpa). 



Big Paj 




SHIRTSBYMAIL 

Tntiet nuUf irhlt« DrMS Sklr* h- 

SO eU., uIhbM^ tr TS eib lH>d 

EitpUd. Cud liH at «tUu*«n (It 
:lui.) OiUloiu fTH, TBI Dlk SI 



Sold bj-«U Druggists, StsCtoueis, 
VewB and Fano; Qooda dealen. 



' MAG ICk^o^7.m^ 



_>4 -^i/z^ 1>Esc/^ipriOf/o/' 



EXETERMICHINE WORKS 



BLAST HEATINi 



LOCU 

AST HL 

UOCUE No. 4. -THE EXETER STEAM 

SEND TO EXETER FOR NUMBER WAHTKD. 
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%w^3mhr^r 




J. H. KIRBY, 



+ CHURCHl^r:.. 


J. * H. I.AMB, 
» OAKHnil IT., V.T. 


ffl 



PHONOGRAPHYa^^'&r.,? 

Works forMtf-lnilninlon. br B«nn Pltmu and 
Janaue B. Hawud, foruleliT nil bwiK-Mllara. Cat- 
■loanie.klpbabftuidlllDitnHDnaKntltc*. Addnw 
^HOhOOB APHrC IMBTITnTK. aae tnnaU.O. 

SHORTHANDf^rk^tiSai; 

UmfU'i CtlUf. '*V CliEiliiul Si., PhllidcLphii, Pa. 

LACE REMNANTS. 

■ Don't set rvclieil. C|t- 

■ •sMb orM worth of I*cee 
■forWor-- "—'---■- 

Bulled Lace tor almi: 
iDa. HailDBDaucmafalRtot 
ofUaea atuictlDn.npre9en(- 
'"ir ererrlmaNliiabtepactfiTa 
id qnalltT ot lMX» at one- 
DU part of their real vgjua 

lUbloff barfBlni- 

.» of tbBM Iiues, 
tbowli onMlnir bul4S 
■present real vaJueioT 

dudetbeflneBtWhiia 

__, TilDeaTorohonldusi 

exqnIHta patteTiu,SpanlBb 

Id lifeiuDearia Cream l^cea, 

iMftTaoes, and In fKI^ 

BwnpKa ot almeil aTerr kin d 

knowa to tba Irado, Ttaa 

mauUald line to wbloh Uiesa 

IiBOefl oanbaanillediilllaD- 



kind! of DDdenceari tbw cap alee be OMd lo adjaD- 
taEeln ORiameDUiia<£ildren'i aod tafuta' dotbloi, 

tbem In Tarionaloni 



■•YOU NEBD ONE.*' 

Your Monggnm Rubber Sump, wiA 
adt and ladclibla iek, 3 letter dai(H, 
do; 1 letlcr dalEiu, 50 cvnia. Ikrcv 

,_irniiM, lar*markit« IkMn, f ia> b^ 
■nail. Ainu tend le cent* fcr to-fV 
CRlaloflM. 

F. P. HAMMOND & CO., Aurora, 111. 




Agui 



GUFF HOLD^S 



tnai. doinc an; witb Mna 



c; 



,„,„« jDckBTarlsty. We aenil 
tba> from one Tsnl u p to tbree and 
of tbenB Idoes havs beeo allgbt- 
eaodvater, baCladleiainre^lI; 



Uoe. Attarthaarn 



Agsnta Wanted ', J;S!«.°S'S"»5'S»: 
Agsnta Wantod ;^,=™S "o.""™"™ 
Agents Wanted ;;XrSAmS'S.KS!f 
Agents Wanted S-j&S,-,-.S"™SS 
Agents Wanted .;;^^-™..a,,'.'.".S.-; 
Agents Wanted.-;^.j:as™'3-s 
Agents Wanted |B'™-"";„"'™'!S„*"",''" 

T^ *■• : , onceforourllluitratedOnjularm; 

Kpttrna WaTltWl '''"y ■re rree. Addrtai, Na- 
T^ . «** . .|Tion*iNov»tTtCo..si4_Sinllh- 

Agtsaa wftntealfi<]<]stmt,Pitubui|b,i^ 



fV§ VV coufKiioncr tot CotEan'i ps- 
A#Uftf uineandoft^iul-Tall^Tiilii,' 
nanulactured fay Colgu ft HcAlce, Loullville, Kj. 

Sample Bundle br mail oa receipt of Ac, 

nXC ■ All nti Hopped fne bv Dr. Kline'iGRil 
M I ^ • Netve Rntorer. No Fiu aha biM dn-l 

uie. Muvdlom curei. TrealiMandb.entrial bottleba 
ID Fit cuei. 5<Bd to Dr. Kline, 931 Such St., Pba*.,Fa. 

<3,O0O,0OOf.'i"Sirj',S'S?SC-«."« 

•Vi.T.'.fJ.'rt.'a;. lii.'-AtS"'* 



MORPHINE HABIT 



w 



N T E D Ladia aitd Miuei to do cncM 

wark at home : clt« or couBtry ; ■leadv w«k, 

WESTERN LACK M#d. CO., 

Ill Stats St.. Cricaoo, III- 



BKADTV. Binl etup to -TOtJlftt^ at CO., 
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DR. SCOH'S GENUINE ELECTRIC BELTS 



PRICE.t3.00 ON TRIAL. 



BleetHc Belt. Oor h-«i- rilll.r 

Prmali) Wmkncu, Kerr. iB U , II U 
•iw aad GBmsml DsblUly, V W > W w 
RhenmailBm, PamlraiB) 
Kenmlcln, 8clatieB,Aitli- 
ma, Drapepaio, ConaaBii- 
tloD.EiD'all'Blu.Calarrh, 
Pilei, Epilepsr, Pnln* In 
tbe Bead, Hlita, Ba«k ar 
I.liiibai MianaeiiafSptiH, 
Ktd nar. UTvr and Hsarl, 
Valllaa, lalamaiatlaa ar 
Dlcantm. 
Thm !• BS wtiltiii It !•>( Una 



lu, liultb-ilTlgf onmut to tht 

HuT^Hn-Omnftl of thi U. & i'' 
1.™^ in/Kl.lMd .^"^Iwl ' 




U II I>dv'i Bilt am Crlkl. povl-Mld, m 

Braadmr, earnar IStb 
St., N«w Tark. For ul> U 

■11 ilrnf •M'H. Taki noil tal 






!^^3 TaiiimaalfAaif 



■-[( TT''84/BroB3»Qr;l ts w. »M it. N. T, Clt j. 



WILLIAU WCXOK. 



Send for Pamphlet of other Appliancos for all Parts of the Body. 



InlAmit urToaa daftllity hM bMB nr 
b'OiiMt fbr j»n. FhjliallbnBftDd thfllr 
iiit«iili>u i'.i uit hefp ma. 1 flnmllT 
lariTw! gnat ralier from Dr. Snotfi 



■nMnd traa kUsaf. Um. u 
«'■ ElHlrU Bait toUnlr^onvl I 



'S ELECTRIC CHEBT FROTECTOB. t9 



ad %i. Dr. BCOTT'S . 



FLEill BBtrSHBB. 13 

INSOL,B*. U aantt. 



DR. SCOTT'S ELECTRIC CORSETS 



:.S3'. 



wariablyf htip Di 



at 0t.oo. fx.so, $».60, ana $a.QO. w« M<dl mail (Hem, poat-paiil, 
rsiwtvt »/ prtee, if won eannot vet tAtnn <A usxt- (•««. 



DaWlltK.r. n, B«« T»„.i 

IMarwba^tdnM I I>r.B»»,-YiratE 

/tor UlHatroledsanwAIef , /Vee bv m 



*■ aale at Its. SCOTT'S •>0leea, 84* 
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Snlphnr Soap 

FOR THE TOILET AND BkTH. 

Bow to Set t BailthM and Furl; SUa, 

A l« cT pcapit (Inluti ud ■dull!) an tnablid irilh 
hDmoii which dcrdvp iito uml^htljr blemliba od the 
tkin. Thiu aacd vtlflcUl >ld, and tiin* li Bodilni: 
ih^wintqiulOLENII'S SULPHUR BOAP 
u u extcnul lepbcunoB ; B(cd im liic buh u>d the 
toOei Rsululy, it wUI uaa /Vaa tha «ltfn Avm all 
li y rIW*», iBdvdiif lltht, firm lUih ukd^ ■ lUn u 
imeoth u udii. U ••bU k ckka) Utn* mkaa 
Mr TS cmbU. Mailtd dd nceipt of price by 

C,I.Ciilkilo,p»K.,.llSrillnSlJ,!, 

Aad for 8«1« by Drnggliti iTtrywlnM. 



INFALLIBLE 

LIFE BALSAM 

FOR TH» BLOOD. 

AX OXO Axn MMKOWm^D MMIHOUn. 

Wban la other mcutt han Uled, upcricoca im 
ytarti tbai tlila wondHlli] picpantiaB bia ■ i iMt>l 
mora uIDiiitUiic com of Scniliila utd kindred -'ll-mt 
than aar etbcr lamadjr aa ovth. IT SEARCHIS 
TKROIJGH THK BLOOD, rfj—w» ji/rtm mil Im- 
mtri.MMJimrAlUt Utrm amdfUtn ^ ftr^ ilr-M 
la Ilia tjcataaal if ma hoBor of Iha aklB ia npa 
lureitlraJ- ' ' ' *" ■ - -■ '^ 



dad by tba wt of Gieui'a SoIphnrSo^, u 
» ._»». .or Aa pelma tX Iha blood ■> tbcr csna la 
ihaiur&ca. no tendniHYATrS LITE BALSAM 
If prepared only vt Iha LahoralDfy of 

C. N. CRITTENTON, PropHator, 
IIS FBliaa 8n««t| ReirTcrk. 
lad a Bid ^j ill Bracjim todftrMM Uit. 

HEART DISEASE AND PAINS. 

Aay Ibadioiiil dimeue of the heail, bhUIIt caDad 
Heart Dlieaia, raadlty yleldi ig ihs uae of 

DR. CRAVES' HEART REGULATOR, 

which b mid al H.M a bottle by all DniK^U.— & 
MTf UftiOu /nHH.— Panpblet Frcc.—Ad^w 



116 Pulton Street, Newr York. 



eERHAllC0RllM07ER<: 



PIKE'S TOOTHACHE DROPS CURE IM ONE MINUTE. 



oossnPTioi CAN IS orois. 

% HALL'S 

BALSAM w 

Onres Co whs, ColdB,Piietuaonia. Oon- 
Bomptloii, Bronohlal Dlfflonltis&Bron- 
trtiltfa. HoarsoneBS, Anthma, Cronn 
wlioopina Ooo^ Inftoenza, and all 
Dlaaaaeaottha Breathing Organa. It 
loothra and beala tbd liiAmbraiis of 
tlie Limga, Inflataad and poisoned \>j 
the dlaeaae, and crerenu tbe olftit 
sweats and tlie tightaasa aoroaa the 
ohsst^bloh aooompanr It. OOH- 
SUMPTION i« not an inonrable mal- 
adjr. BALL'S BALSAU wUl onie 
rqii, even thongti profMsional aid 
StUB. rriceS5eta.,6Octa.BDd«1.0O. 

Jrair 7. EBKBT h 00„ Hew Tnk. 

natedBoc^ 



SIGLAR'S PREPARATORY SCHOOL, 

NEWBURGH, NEW YORK, 




MOUSTACHE SPOON SNIEUL 

Jailed lo any UbLe won. Try one aodllSQirillSeJi 
ho wLthOQt It. Mafled to any addreas Ip tho U.a. 
Canada or Eniopo on receipt of £5 centa. Adriw 
JJ. a. A- Tradfl inpnliad at liberal (^'- - 



h Lebuun, nn 
1 adTertUer reft 



d at liberal dlaeonnt tliraurif 
sleaale Jewalen, Deuvoi, 6S, 



Is Good Health 

A desirable possession for wivn aad mothen ? 
Then remember thai WitlcoK £ Gibbs Aulo- 
matie Sewing Machine is the onlj one *h»t 
can be used without serious risk to hemldi. 
WiUcoxft Sibil E. U. Co., 6S8 Bnadvu, V. 7. 

Philadalphia, ea r. Chaatant and yiftaa nth Ka. 

UDYABEHTSgL 

np]«m«Bt M tW loJigOME 
Bamplv outatfrM, 
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TRUST ABD^SAFE DE POSIT C OMPABY. 

THE PENNSTIVANIA COMPANY 

FOR INSURANCES ON LIVES AND 

CRANTINO ANNUITIES, 

No. 431 Chesfinut Street. 
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SATE ART) APART F 

COKPAHY. 

INCOHE COILEOTES AUS IlEKITTES. 
XNTESGST ALLOVED ON HOKET 






T^ I H. E OTOU, S . 



^fsij^HE American CVdLES 

§iJ<j5\|^5j^Descriptive Catalogue 
ON Application. 
[OfiHUlLVaJEFEERY 

m Chicago, III. 
Wes* iHEURGESTMlNlRlCTUFeSINAMEHICIl 




FRENCH SYS TEM 
OF DSEBB ODTTISG AlfD ITiTlSft 

The Only C«nulne 
FBBZrClIJS'X'BVBX 

Cutting and Fitting, 

No. 4e ICast 14th Street. 

NB-W YOBK. 

All othoT (0 MLlIad Transli (yitami areBOOlTS. 

iTA lUmn for n pue book, wblch nU^ 
! ST9TBM )> ucfflvn ■ mualMr at 



PRINT YOUR OWN OARDSI 

Pnu M.M. nniiUr Prua tl.M, Il*wi- 
HDu Slu, tUJIO. Typc-ieitiDg tujr. 
FriDlcd dlrectlau. Send i itunpi for our 

[111 of PrEUO, Tjrpc, dc, lo lictSIT. 

KUBIY k 00., KkHIib, Oosa. 
MAU UnfnoH Tuu U*ci«un. 



Sbort-Hand 






.•Si,?." 



SOOiMl Mod 



COLLBflB, i 



to the hair. 'The ■uthorhugi'v'eii'thciubJKi 

«I7 m»l, uid wiU'piwfe wrj ™hable."— C7n'*/< 
(Ohio) Plain DiaUr. 

" II is undoubtedly the moil complcie work of iu k 
enr publ lihed, and will well repay peiwaj. as ll It wri i(c 
aityle bolb enteitilnlni and iniimctive."— ^,ii'/r Gli 



SILK RIBBONS! 




^#9^^ Ltgitiniit* 

r ^^^ KjM, and I 
^^ |Drau|hlsii 



StnU, a«kfor4.Ill 




WORK SHOPS 

WITHOUT S TEAM POWBH 

BMIHE8- PHTEMT FOOT POWERi 

machliwrj «n eonipeto wlUi 
!j™? power, •oip oh thijl, 
Hetol uid woodwo^ncead for 
price*. UloBtr'dcaUlogna&ee. 
W. F. « JNO. BARNEa CO., 

.>j ». BOCHFOKO, LL. 

AddieaB No. 20Ufr Hain Bt. 
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^be ^mepiean fjaturalist 

A Popular Illustrated Monthly Magasine, Devoted 
to the Natural Sciences in their Widest ISenae. 



LEADING EDITORS: 

EDWARD D. COPE, Philadelphia. J. S. KINGSLEY, Malden, Mass. 

DEPARTMENT EDITORS: 



W. WT. LOCKINGTON, Geography ^ 

Philadelphia, Pa. 
Chas. £. Bessey, Botany ^ 

Lincoln, Neb. 

Jno. a. Rider, Embryology, 

University of Pennsylvania, Philadelphia, Pa 

C. O. Whitman, Microscopy, 
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W. S. Bayley, Mineralogy^ 

Madison, Wis. 
I. II. CoMSTOCK, Entomology, 

Cornell University, Ithaca, N.Y. 
Otis T. Mason," Anthropology, 

National Muieum, Washington, D.C. 



The editorial corps of the Naturalist consists of experts in special hranches of science, 
and forms a combination such as has never been brought together on any similar periodical 
The wide geographical distribution of the editors demonstrates that this journal will continue to 
be, as heretofore, national and not local in its character. 

The Naturalist aims to present the latest results of scientific research in language com- 
prehensible to the ordinary reader, and as free from technicalities as possible. In its department 
of Notes and News it departs somewhat from this method, and gives condensed reports, as well 
as early publication of new discoveries and observations by specialists who desire it. 
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Subscription Price, $4.00 per Annum. 
Slnffle Copies, 35 Cents. 
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The Publishers beg to announce that, b^inning with the February number, they will publish a series of articles on 

DISEASES OF THE HEART AND CIRCUI^ATION 

IN INFANCY AND ADOLESCENCE. 
By Jolin M. Keating, M.D., and William A. Edwavds, MJD. 
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RAVEN GLOSS 



BCTTOI' i Onui 



The Tiffany 
Glass Company 



Designs with Estimates Submitted. 

Lovii C. Tir»*ire PuiHaLi Hitchill 



•r fivt fain af Cnffi, utd at itarti 



333-335 Fourth Avenue, New York 



._.. Collart.t 

REVERSIBLE COIXAR CO., 

27 KIlby Strft, Bpttnn, "" 




KSTABLtSHEO I BO I. 

Barry's 

Tricopherons 

FOR 
THE HAIR. 



For invigorating, beautifying, and imparting 
gloss and silken softness to the hair. It k. 
e oldest and the best, yet, strange to say, it is 
e cheapest article in the market. 




DONT BE A CLAM 



nozzoiMi's 

U COM^LEkipjl^ 

IBwder! 



AXV^^^ 



\mmm 

__^_^_^_^^ FORMEN- 

Botnu.AoE'la.iUpIiul.tlurUIa AND BOYS 

EVERY HOUSEWIFE 

(huuld have hiubind and lau provided with the 

lAnene Collars and Cuffs, 
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CAT'S-EYE lie 
_ SGARF-PIN TTs 

Th« 0*in Oat'i Kn ii n ttIM bMuin Itpn—Meitht 
HnlluHvorilihlarcltMHiHuiin lot'itT* tilth* 
Siirk. Ihananmlttd KockaDlj.nDdaflarToiionafaP 

gilT *4 «*.. PMl p»1rj. Th» ■me In Bit Dropyth^M. 

O. H. TAMMEW, •»» lath t.,PwT.C»l. 

EPPS'S 

QRATEFUL-OOMFORTINa 

COCOA 






GOOD NEWS 



-, i¥cu 

■Dd C(>RMa,Kid ■Him ■ bmitfc 
tal Gold Band^lm KiK CUh 
TeiSet. crRmndnnie DHOntad 
- — -_^ _.^_ j».a Dinner BM, or Gold Ewd M~ 
taOMtAdToOMBM, FnrhilljpaAlnhnuldnw 
^StlREAT AHERKAN HiA Cfi^ 



1887-BABIES-1887 

To Ihe niMher of u* buby born thii ycu we will 
•end. BD uppUCDtlon, > Cibinel Photo, nf Ihe "><reeUU, 
faneil, healihlcii beb* in lb« countrr." Il li n beaiul- 
Ail plctur*, ud will dn uy molfaer'i baut food. It 
ihowi the «ad efiecu of uilni Xaefstarf Wmmd u > 
lUtuw foi BUMben' milk. Much nhnhk Inlbrai*- 
tbribe mother fivca. Gin dua of blith. 
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MRS. WISTER'S NEW TRANSLATION. A Romance. Translated from the German of 
E.Werner, author of " Banned and Blessed," etc. By Mrs. A. L. Wister. i2mo. Extra 
cloth. 1 1. 25. 



A Novel. i2mo. Extra cloth. Jtl.25. 

A. MIRA.GE OF PROMISE. 

By Harriett Pennawell Belt, author of " Marjorie Huntingdon," etc. i2mo. Extra cloth. 
I1.25. 

" A very interesting and enjoyable love-story. It will add to the reputation already gained 
by the author of * Marjorie Huntingdon.' " — Philadelphia Inquirer. 

STiLisTLEY HuisrTiisrGnDoisr. 

A Novel. By Sydney J. Wilson. i2mo. Extra cloth. I1.25. 



Agam£ Gam&. By Annie Bliss McConnell. i2mo. Extra cloth. I1.25. 



A Story of the Pawnee Trail. By William O. Stoddard. With Frontispiece. i2mo. 
Extra cloth. I1.25. 
" Is one of the best Indian stories that we have read for a long time. He has written noth- 
ing better than * Red Beauty.* " — New York Mail and Express. 

CUT: 

A Story of West Point. By G. I. Cervus, author of " A Model Wife," " White Feathers," 
etc., etc. i2mo. Extra cloth. |i.oo. Paper cover. 50 cents. 

" An entertaining and dramatic novel. An ingenious plot is developed with artistic skill." — 
New York Graphic, 

" So many bad stories have been written about West Point that we despaired of ever reading 
a good one. But the good one is here." — National Republican^ Washington, 

THE STORY OF DOIST MIFF, 

As TOLD BY HIS Friend, John Bouche Whacker. A Symphony of Life. Edited by Virgin- 
lUS Dabney. Second Edition, i2mo. Extra cloth. I1.50. 

TROTJBLEr) W^j^TERS. 

A Problem of To- Day. A Novel, By Beverley Ellison Warner. i2mo. Extra cloth. 
I1.25. 

" An essay in much the same field as * The Bread- Winners,' it is a far more agreeable book 
than that. Wherever it descends into the lower parts of human life it does so with an upward 
look, and its aim is ever to save, to purify, and to bless." — Boston Literary World. 



A Social Study. By George Thomas Dowling. Fourth Edition, i2mo. Cloth. 11.25. 
" It is an excellent story abounding in good lessons. In its romantic characters, fine descrip- 
tions, sarcasms without bitterness, with its friendly interwoven argument, the author proves him- 
self no novice, even if it is a first eflfort in fiction." — Chicago Inter^ Ocean. 



for Sale by all Booksellers, or ufiU be eent by mail, on receipt of the price, hy 

J. B, lIPPmCOTT COMPimV, Publishers, /IS and /I/ Mailmt SI, Phila. 
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Yt^^i^ cind Popular H^iJels. 

THE COLONEUS DAUGHTER; 

OR, 

WIMMIXG HIS SPURS. 

By CAPXAIP^ CHARLI^BS KING, U.S.A., 

Author of " Kitty's Conquest," eto. 
19I110. XSactra Olotli. Sl.GO. 

** There have been few American novels published of late years so thoroughly 
readable as ' The Colonel's Daughter.' There are brilliant pictures of garrison 
life, a taste of fighting and adventure, and a chivalrous love affair, interwoven 
with clever sketches of military types. The style is bright, the dialogue simple 
and natural, the heroine a charming creature, with just a spice of wilfulness, and 
the favorite lieutenant one of those fortunate fellows whom most men envy and 
many women admire." — Boston Literary World, 



MARION'S FAITH. 



By CAPXAIN CHARI^BS KING, U.S.A., 

Author of " The Colonel's Daughter," ** Kitty's Conquest," etc 
19I110. XSactra Olotli. Si. 95. 

''It is replete with spirited, interesting, humorous, and pathetic pictures of 
soldier life on the frontier, and will be received with a warm welcome, not only 
by the large circle of readers of the author's previous works, but by all who 
delight in an excellent story charmingly told." — Chicago Evening Journal. 



KITTY'S CONQUEST. 

By CAPXAIN CHARLI^HS KING, U.S.A., 

Author of "The Colonel's Daughter," eto. 
leuio. XSactra Olotli. Sl.OO. 

" * Kitty's Conquest,' a charming little story of love and adventure, by Charles 
King, U.S.A. The plot is laid in the South during the reconstruction period 
following the late war. The book is written in a most attractive style, and 
abounds in bright passages. The characters are drawn in a very pleasing man* 
ner, and the plot is handled very successfully throughout. It is altogether a 
pleasing addition to the library of modern fiction." — Boston Post. 



ONE OF THE DUANES. 

By AI^ICB KING HAHII^XON. 

19 mo. XSactra Olotli. S1.9G. 

** This clever story of an artillery post is based upon a dramatic incident of 
military life. A keen eye for the humorous side, and an adequate appreciation 
of dramatic effects, make it decidedly agreeable reading." — Philadelphia Ledger. 
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AOBMTB 'WANTED 

to lell the Novelty Rug Machine and Rua 
Patterns, etc., etc. With the Mnchine txcj 
one can make a beautiful Ruj; with rags or 
yarn; ilso Fringed Mittens, Tidies, etc., etc. 
Sample Machine sent by mail aa receipt of 
ti 00. We also handle Carpet Yarn. Cir- 
cular* and terms Free, showing big profits to 
agents. Beware of imitations. 

:e:. ROSS & CO., 

Bum 100. T«l~an, nh'n. 



ED. PINXUD'S 



Flenr de Lys Face PoiHer. 

ImpRrtmB to th« Bkin ■ aoft Hnd deU> 
•Mte whileneai. 

AbsolQtely freefVon BlllqlBrloBaiak* 
itancei. Sold everrwhera. 

HENRV DRBYPU8. 
10 CmurtlmnM airtn*, JTaw Arfe. 



risE nTurnxriziiun 
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"EIGLISE 
IIODSEES' 

STBETCHER'iij^ ND MORE ' 
^ unr iMva 

E.O.THOMPSON, J^SSSSJSfV^* 
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BoSToriartBiME 



I A^ARMlHGLYWRmEH DE6(|«PnSH 

f- of Nortl\em Mew England 

lAKeVlNNIPESAUKSe.MT.PEScRT, 

MOOJEHEAP & IVkNOELEVlAlte}, 

"" ■ TheWHrTe/^ounTAiniir 



'; WiTM lu 250mauoFDe»citiPTioN,5ixLARes 
AMP ACOJRATl MARS, EXCURSION BVTES TO AU, POirnl5 • 
IforeLOtBoARpiNG Mouse Liars^IlMslABLUijCTC* 



G£T TH£ EDITION OF 1887. 



Worcester's Unabridged Quarto Dictionary. 

Sand for Oirralkia alTlni full Informktton. 
J. B. L.IPPINCOTT COMPANY, PabUKtaeri, Ptalla., Pa. 
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'E-RF-QRfltE-D 



OXJEt MEDICATED PAPEIt 



which the advioe anil leiue- 
ies of the aljtest physicians fail to relieve. 

This paper, beavUy charged with an ointment approved bj the profesrion, 
Sera a. method of Creatmeot free from the inconvenience and annoyance 
ttendin^ the use of other remedies. The itching ^pe o( the disease quickly 
jieUls to its influence. 

Pocket Packet, ID <Ax. EtgbtPackete and neat Pocket Case^ %\. 
roll or 1,000 sheets, aecurely wrapped in Tin Foil, 50 ct- ■* — " 



Dehvered Iree anywhere 



— ,, ».. Prioo per 

Two 1,000 Sheet 
1 the United States 
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" I find It good to regulate 
The organs of both am&ll and great. 
It checks Sice Headache, and the too 
That sad Dysfsftics ever know. 
Beeidee, 'tis pleasant to the taste 
.And none need gulp it down in haste. 
The sparkling liqnid qoickl^r chanos 



The Infant in the Uother's arma. 
While drooping age will strive to dit 
Each drop Ute goblet does contain. 
How seldom in onr life we find 
A Rkksdt and treat combined. 
This Etfebvebcbnt Seltzer fine 
A blessing proves to me and mine." 
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Has been in Popular Use for over Forty Years. 
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